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VERSES TO Mr. WATTS. 



To Mr. Watts, on his Poems. 

'TpO murmuring dreams, in tender ftrains. 

My pen five Mufe no more 
Of love's enchanting force complains. 
Along the flowery fhore. 

No more Mirtillo's fatal face 

My quiet breaft alarms, 
His eyes, his air, and youthful grace, 
. Have loil their ufual charms. 

No gay Alexis in the grove 

Shall be my future theme ; 
I burn with an immortal love. 

And fing a purer flame. 

Seraphic heights I feem to gain. 

And facred tranfports feel, 
While, Watts, to thy celeftial ftrain, 

SurpiizM. I liflen ftill. 

The gliding ftreams their courfe forbeai'. 

When I thy lays repeat j 
Tlic bending foreft lends an ear; 

The birds their notes forget. 

With fuch a graceful harmony 

I'hy numbers ftill prolong; 
And ict remoteft lands reply. 

And echo to thy fong. 



VERSES TO Mr. WATTS. 5 

Far as the diftant regions, where 

The beauteous morning fprings, 
And fcatters odours through the air. 

From her refplendent wings 5 

Unto the new-found realms, which fee 

The latter fun arife, 
When, with an eafy progrefs, he 

Rolls down the nether fkies. 
July, 1706. Philomela. 

To Mr. Watts, on reading his Horx Lyricas. 

TTAIL, heaven-born Mufe ! that with celeftlal flamr, 
■■•■'• And high feraphic numbers, durll attempt 
To gaiui-thy native Jkies. No common theme 
Merits thy thought, felf-confcious of a foul 
Superior^, though on earth detained a-whilc j . 
Like fome propitious angel, that's defign'd 
A refident in this inferior orb. 
To guide the wandering fouls to heavenly blifs. 
Thou feem'ft 5 while thou their everlafting fongs 
Haft fung to mortal ears, and down to eanh 
Transferred the work of heaven j with thought fublime. 
And high fonorous words, thou fwcetly fmg'ft 
To thy immortal lyre. Amaz'd, we view 
The towering height ftupcndoiis, v/hile thou foar'il 
Above the reach of vulgar eyes or thought. 
Hymning th' Eternal Father ; as cf oul 
fj When iirfl th' Almighty from the dark abyfs 

B 3 C)f 



f 



$ VERSES TO Mr.WATTS. 

Of everlafting night anii fiUnco caU'd 
The (hining worlds with one creating wordt 
And rais'd from nothing all the heavenly hofta» 
And with external glories (\\V<.\ the voidj 
Harmonious Seraphs timM their golden harps. 
And with their chearful Hallelujahs blefs^d 
The bounteous author of their happinefs j 
From orb to orb th' alternate mufick rang, 
And from the crylbl arches of the (ky 
Reach'd our then glorious world, the native feat 
Of the firft" happy pair, who joln'd their fongs 
To the loud echo's cf ih' angelic choirs, 
And filPd with blirsful hymns, terreftrial heaven, 
The paradifeof God where all lUlights 
Abounded, and the pure ambrofial air, 
Fann'd by mild zephyrs, brcathM eternal fwee(«, 
Forbidding death and furrow, and beftowM 
Frefli heavenly bloom, and gay immortal youth. 

Not fo, alas ! tl>e vile apoltaic race, 
Who in mad joys their brutal hours employ'd, 
AiTaulting with their impiou* hiafphemits 
The Power fupreme that gave them life and breath, 
Incarnate fiends ! outrageous they defy'd 
Th' Eternal's thunder, and almighty wrath 
Fearlefs provok'd, which all the ot^er devils 
Would dread to meet; remembering well the day 
When, driven from pure immortal feats above, 
A fiery tcmpcft hurl'd them down the flcies, 
And hung upon the rear, urging their fall 
To the daik, deep, unfathomable gulph« 

Wb 






VERSES TO Mr. WATTS. y 

Where bound on fulf Hurous lakes to glowing rocki 

With adamantine chains, they wail their woes^ 

And know Jehovah great as well as good j 

And fix'd for ever by eternal fate. 

With horror find his arm omnipotent. 
Prodigious madnefs 1 that the I'acred Mufe, 

Firft taught in heaven to mount immortal heights^ 

And trace tlie boundlefs glories of the iky^ 

Should now to every idol bafcly bow, 

And curfis the deity (he once adorM, 

£re£ling trophies to each fordid vice, 

And celebrating the infernal praifc 

Of haughty Lucifer, the defperate foe 

Of God and man, and winning every hour 

New votaries to hell, while all the fiends 

Hear thefe accurfed lays, and, thus outdoYie, 

Raging they try to match the human race. 

Redoubling all their helliHi blafphemies, 
And with loud curfes rend the gloomy vault. 

Ungrateful mortals 1 ah! too late you Ml find 
What 'tis to banter heaven, and laugh at hell ; 
To drefs-up viee in falfe delufivc charms. 
And with gay colours paint her hideous face. 
Leading befotted (buls through flowery paths, 
In gaudy dreams and vain fantadlc joys. 
To difmal fcencs of everlafting woe j 
When the great Judge fhull rear his awful throne. 
And raging flames furround the trembling globe. 
While the loud thunders roar from pole to pole, 
Aaulthe laft trump awakes the Hccping Jcad j 
And guilty fouls to ghaftly bodies driven, 

B 4 Witluw 
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t VERSESTO MR. WATTS. 

Within thofe dire eternal priTons fhiit, 
Expe6l their fad inexorable doom. 
Say now, ye men of wit ! what turn of thought 
Will pleafe you then ! Alas, how dull ar.d poor, 
Ev'n to yourfelves, will your lewd flights appear ! 
How will you envy then the happy fate 
Of idiots ! and perhaps in vain you Ml wifh. 
You 'd been as very fools as once you thought 
Others, for the fublimeft wifdom fcomM j 
When pointed lightnings from the wrathful Judgt 
Shall finge your blighted laurels, and the men 
Who thought they flew fo high, fliall fall fo low. 
No more, my Mufe, of that tremendous thougl 
Refume thy more delightful theme, and fing 
Th' immortal man, that with immortal verfe 
Rivals the hymns of angels, and like them 
Defpifes mortal criticks* idle rules : 
While the celeftlal flame that waima t'ly foul 
Infpires us, and with holy tranfports moves 
Our labouring minds, and nobler fcenes prefents 
Than all the Pagan Poets ever fung. 
Homer, or Virgil ; and far fweeter notes 
Than Horace ever taught his founding lyre, 
And purer far, though Martial's felf might fcera 
A modcft Poet in our Chii(ll?.n dnys. 
May t'lofc fcr::otfcn and r.c^lej^'^'l -ic, 
No more let men be for.d oi' iiihiilous Cod*?, 
Nor Heathen wit debaucii owe Clnilllnn line, 
While with the ccarll^ and lia'ibinjr p.iint we hiJi 
The fhining beauiics of tteinal truih, 
3 



rF^R S E S T O Mr. WATTS, 9 

That in her native drefs appears moft bright, 
And charms the eyes of angels. — Oh ! like thee 
Let every nobler genius tune his voice 
To fubje£ls worthy of their towering thoughts. 
Let Heaven and Anna then your tuneful art 
Improve, and confecrate your deathlefs lays 
To him who reigns above, and her who rules below. 
April 17, 1706. 

JOSEPH STANDEN. 

To Mr. Watts, on his Divine Poems. 

CAY, human feraph, whence that charming force. 

That flame! that foul ! which animates each line; 
And how it runs with fuch a graceful eafe, 
Loaded with ponderous fenfe 1 Say, did not He, 
The lovely Jefus, who commands thy brcaft, 
Infpire thee with himfelf ? With Jcfus dwells. 
Knit in rayfterious bands, the Paraclete, 
The breath of God, the everlafting fource 
Of love : And what is love, in fouls like thine. 
But air, and incenfe to the poet's fire ? 
Should an expiring faint, whole fwimmingeyes 
Mingle the images of things about him. 
But hear the leaft exalted of thy ftralns. 
How greedily he M drink the mi: fie in, 
Thinking his heavenly convoy wr/itcd near ! 
So great a llrefs of powerful harmony, 

Nature 



«o VEHSES TO Dr. WATTS. 

Nature unable longer to fuftain, 

Would fink opprefs'd with Joy to endlefs reft. 

Let none henceforth of Providence complain^ 
As if the world of fpirits Jay unknown. 
Fenced round with black impenetrable night ; 
What though no (hining angel darts from thence 
With leave to publifti things concealM from fenfc. 
In language bright as theirs, we arc here told, 
When life its narrow round of years hath roU'd, 
What 'tis employs the blefs'd, what makes their bli 
Songs fuch as Watts's are, and love like his. 

But then, dear Sir, be cautious how you ufe. 
To tranfports fo intenfely raised your Mufe, 
Left, whilft th' ecftatic impulfe you obey, 
The foul leap out, and drop the duller clay. 
Sept. 4, 1706. 

HENRY GRO^ 

To Dr. W A T T s, on the fifth Edition of 1 
Horae Lyricse. 

Qj Ovcreign of facred verfe ; accept the lays 
^^ Of a young bard that dares attempt thy pralfc. 
A Mule, the nieaneft of the vocal throng, 
New to the bays, nor equal to the fong. 
FirM with the growing glories of thy fame, 
Joins all her powers to celebrate thy name. 
No vulgar themes thy pious Mufe engage, 
• -No fccnes of luft pollute thy facred pagc« 
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VEltSES TO Dr. WATTS. %^ 

majeftic numbers mount the ikies, 
eec defcending angels as you rife, 
juft applaufes cbaim the creuded groves* 
.ddifon thy tuneful fong approves, 
rmony and manly vigour join 
n the beauties of each fprightly line, 
ry grace of every Mufe is thine. 
, immortal bard, divinely bright, 
its his favourite to the realms df light ; 
Raphael's lyre chaims the celeftial throng, 
ed cherubs liftening to the fong : 
lifs to blifs the happy beings rove, 
fte the fweets of raufic and of love, 
en the fofter fcenes of life you paint, 
in the beauteous virgin to the faint, 
you defcribe how few the happy pail's, 
hearts untied /often all their cares, 
to whom the fwecteft joys belong, 
[yra's beauties confecrate your fong. 
e unnumbered graces I would tell, 
I the pleafing theme for ever dwell.} 
i Mufe faints, unequal to the'flight, 
•ars thy drains with wonder and delight* 
tombs of princes fhall in ruins lie, 
I but Heaven-born piety (hall die, 
the laft trumpet wakes the filent dead, 
ich lafcivious poet hides his head, 
liee fhall thy divine Ui-ania rife, 
4 with fre/h laurels, to thy native ikies : 

Oreatt 



II VERSES TO Dr. WATTS; 

Great How and Gouge (hall hail thee on thy way. 
And welcome thee to the bright realms of day. 
Adapt thy tuneful notes to heavenly firings. 
And join the Lyric Ode while fome fair feraph fings. 

Sic fpirat, fie optat, 

T.ui amantiflimus 

BRITANNICUS, 
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P R E F A C E. 

TT has been a long complaint of the virtuous and re- 
-■• fined world, that poely, whofe original is divine, 
Ihould be enflaved to vice and profanencfs j that an art, 
hifpired from heaven, fliould have fo far loft the me- 
mory of its birth-place, as to be engaged in the interefts 
of hell. How unhappily is it perverted frorn its moft 
glorious defign ! How bafcly has it been driven away 
from its propsr ftation in the temple of GoJ, and 
abufed to much difhonour • The iniquity of men has 
conftrained it to fervc their vileft purpofes, while the 
fons of piety mourn the facrilegc and the fliame. 

The elded fong, which hiftory has brought down to 
our ears, was a noble aft of worfhip paid to the God 
of If ael, wlien his " right hand became glorious in 
"power; when thy right hand, O Lord, dafhed in 
'** pieces the enemy : the chariots of Pharaoh and his 
** h oils were caft into the red fca. Thou didft blow 
«« with thy wind, the deep covered them, and they fank 
" as lead in the mighty waters.'* Exod. xv. This art 
was maintained facred through the following ages of 
the church, and emploved by kings an 1 prophets, by 
David, Solomon, and Ifaiah, in delcribing the nature 
and the glories of God, and in conveying grace or vcn- 
■geance to the hearts of men. By this method they 
fbrought 10 much of heaven down to this lower world, 

'it 



34 PREFACE. 

as the darknefs of that difpenfation would admit s Ai 
now and then a divine and poetic rapture lifted th( 
Ibuls far above the level of that oeconomy of fhadow 
bore them away far into a brighter region, and ga 
them a glimpfe of evangelic day. The life of angc 
was harmonioufly breathed into the children of Acbf 
and their minds raifed near to heaven in melody ai 
devotion at once. 

In the younger days of heathenifm the Mufes w 
devoted to the fame fervlce : the language in which ol 
Hefiod addrefles them is this : 

AkuTt, Ai ivvhrtri gpirtpov tvAiif uf/tulouo-:fh 

«* Pierian Mufes, fam'd for heavenly lays, 

** Defcend, and fing the God your Father's pralfe.** 

And he purfues the fubjeft in ten pious lines, which 
could not bear to tranfcribe, if the afpe6t and found c 
fo ranch Greek were not terrifying to a nice reader. 

But fomeof the latter Poets of the Pagan world hav 
debafed this divine gift ; and many of the writers of th 
f\rft rank, in this our age of national Chriftians, bav< 
to their eternal fhame, fiirpnfFcd the vileft of the Gen 
tiles. They have not only difroWd religion of all th 
ornaments of veife, but have employed their pens ii 
impious mifchlef, to deform her native beauty and dt 
file her honours. They have expofed her molbfacret 
charafler to drollery, and drefled her up in a moft vii 
and ridiculous difguifc, for the fcom of the ruder hen 
of mankind. The vices have been painted like fo man] 
3 God 



PREFACE. 15 

GoddefTesi the charms of wit have been added to de- 
bauchery, and the temptation heightened wherc nature 
needs the ftrongcft reftraints. With fweetnefs of founti, 
and delicacy of expreflion, they have given a rclifli to 
blafphemies of the harflieft kind ; and when they rant 
at their Maker in fonorous numbers, they fancy theni- 
felves to have afled the hero well. 

Thus almoft in vain have the throne and the pulpit 
cried Reformation j while the ftageand licentious poems 
have waged open war with the pious defign of church 
and ftate. The prefs has fpread the poifon far, and 
fcattered wide the mortal infc6lion : Unthinking youth 
have been inticed to fm beyond the vicious propenfitics 
of nature, plunged early into difeafcs and death, and 
funk down to damnation in multitudes. Was it for 
this that poefy was endued with all thofe allurements 
that lead the mind away in a pleafing captivity ? Was it 
for this, {he was furnifhed with fo many intellectual 
charms, that ihe might fcduce the heart from God, the 
original beauty, and the moft lovely of Beings ? Can I 
, wer be perfuaded, that thofe fweet and rcfiftlefs forces 
' «f metaphor, wit, found, and number, were given wiil» 
this defign, that they fhould be all ranged under tlio 
lanner of the great malicious fpirit, to invade the rights 
of heaven, and to bring fWift and everlafting diitni61Ion 
iponmen? How will thefe allies of the netherworld, 
the lewd and profane verfifiers, ftand agliaft before tlic 
|reat Judge, when the blood of many Ibuls, whom tlicy 
lever faw, Ai.tII be laid to the charge of their writings, 
tod be dreadfully recj^ulrcd at their hands ? The Reve- 
rend 
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rend Mr. Collier has fet this awful fcene before their 
juft and flaming colours. If the application were 
too rude and uncivil, that noble ftanza of my L 
Rofcommon, on Pfalm cxlviii. might be addreffed 
them : 

*' Ye dragons, whofe contagious breath 
** Peoples the dark retreats of death, 
*' Change your dire hiffings into heavenly fong^s, 
•* And praife your Maker with your forked tongue 

This profanation and debafcment of fo divine an : 
lias tempted fome weaker ChrilHans to imagine t 
poetry and vice are naturally akin j or at leaft, t 
verfe is fit only to recomniend trifle?, and entertain < 
loofer hours, but it is too light and trivial a method 
treat any thing that is fcrious and facred. They fi 
niit, indeed, to ufc it in divine pralmody, but they li 
the dried tranflation of the pfalm beft:. They will v< 
ture to (ing a dull hymn or two at church, in tii 
of equal dulnefs j but ftill they pcrfuade themfeli 
and their children, that the beauties of poefy are v; 
and dangerous. All that arifes a degree above ^ 
Sternhold is too airy for worfliip, and hardly efca 
the fentence of ** unclean and abominable." It 
ftrange, that prrfons thnt have the Bible in their han 
fliould be leu away by thoughtlefs prejudices to fo w 
and rafh an opinion. Let me entreat them not to 
dulge this four, this cenforious humour too far, left 
facred writers fall under Vac lafii of their unlimited a 
unguarded reproaches. Let me aitrcat them to \c 

l 



PREFACE. 17 

into their Bibles, and remember the ftyle and way of 
\mting that is iifed by the ancient prophets. Have 
they forgot, or were they never told, that many parrs 
of the Old Teftament are Hi brew vcrie ? and the fi- 
gures are ftronger, and the metapliors bolder, and the 
images more furprizingand ftrangrf, than ever I read in 
any profane writer. When Deborah fings her praifc;; 
^ to the God of Ifrael, while he marched from the field 
of Edom, ftie fets the ** earth a-trembli4io;, the heavens 
I ** drop, and the mountains diilolve from before thi? 
f ** Lord. They fought from heaven, the Iliirs in their 
■ «* courfes fought againft Sifera: When the river ot 
** Ki(hon fwept them away, that ancient river, tlie 
** river Kiflion. O my foul, thou haft trodden tiown 
" ftrength." Judg. v. &c. When Eliphaz, in the booic 
of Job, fpeaks his fenfe of the holinefs of God, he in- 
troduces a machine in a vifion : ** Fear came upon me, 
** trembling on all my bones j the hair of my fle/h ftood 
" up 5 a fpirit pafled by and ftood ftiil, but its form 
** was undifcernible ; an image before mine eyes j and 
** filence 5 Then I heard a voice, faying. Shall mortal 
** man be more juft than God ?" &c. Job iv. When 
lie defcribes the fafety of the righteous, he " hides him 
** from the fcourge of the tongue, he makes him laug'i nt 
•* deftru6lion and famine, he brings the ftones of the field 
" into league with him, and makes the brute animals 
** enter into a covenant of peace." Job v. 21, &c. When 
Job fpeaks of the grave, how melancholy is the gloom 
that he fpreads over it ! ** It is a region to which I mi:lt 
** ihortly Qo, and whence I ihall not return j it is 3 
C " land 
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** land of darknefs, it is darknefs itfclf, the land of tl 
** fliadow of death j all confufion and difofder, ai 
** where the light is as darknefs. This is my howi 
** there have I made my bed : I have faid to corni] 
** tion, Thou art my father ; and to the worm, Tb< 
" art my mother and my fitter : As for my hope, wl 
** fhall fee it ? I and my hope go down together to tl 
*' bars of the pit." Job x. 21, and xvii. 13. Whenl 
humbles himfelf in complainings before the almighi 
nefs of God, what contemptible- and feeble imag 
doth he ufe ! " Wilt thou break a leaf driven to ai 
**fro? Wilt thou purfue the dry ftubble? I confui 
*« away like a rotten thing, a garment eaten by tl 
*' moth," Job xiii. 25, &c. " Thou lifteftmeup to t 
<* wind, thou caufeft me to ride upon it, and diffolvi 
" my fubftance." Job xxiii. 22. Can any man invc 
more dcfpicable ideas, to reprefent the fcoundrel- he 
and refufe of mankind, than thofe which Job ufei 
chap. xxx. and thereby he aggravates his own forroi 
and reproaches to amazement : " They that are youxi| 
*« than I have me in derifion, whofe fathers I wou 
** havedifdained to have fet with the dogs of my floci 
«' for want and famine they were folitary ; fleeing in 
" the wildemefs defolate and wafte : They cut up ma 
'< lows by the bufhes, and juniper-roots for theij;mel 
** They were driven forth from among men, (th 
** cried after them as after a thief) to dwell in the cli 
*« of the valleys, in the caves of the earth, and in rock 
«' Among the buflies they brayed, under the nctti 
" they were gathered together ; they were children 

« foo 



PREFACE. 19 

* fools, yea, children of bafe men ; they were viler 

* than the earth : And now I am their fong, yea, I am 

* their by-word," &c. How mournful and deje6led 
8 the language of his own forrows ! ** Terrors are 

* turned upon him, they purfue his foul as thfc wind, 

* and his welfare pafles away as a cloud j his bones 

* are pierced within him, and his foul is poured out ; 

* he goes mourning without the fun, a brother to dra- 
' gons, and a companion to owls ; while his harp and 

* organ are turned into the voice of them that weep.*' 
muft tranfcribe one half of this holy book, if I would 

lew the grandeur, the variety, and the juftnefs of his 
leas, or the pomp and beauty of his expreffion j I muft 
opy out a good part of the writings of David and 
(aiah, if I would reprefent the poetical excellencies of 
leir thoughts and ftyle : nor is the language of the 
ffer prophets, efpecially in fome paragraphs, much in- 
rrior to thefe. 

Now, while they paint human nature in its various 
>rms and circumftances, if their defigning be fo jufl: 
id noble, their difpofition fo artful, and their colour- 
g fo blight, beyond the moft famed human writers, 
)w much more muft their defcriptions of God and 
aven exceed all that is poflible to be fald by a meaner . 
Dgue ? When they fpeak of the dwelling-place of 
od, ** He inhabits eteAity, and fits upon the throne 
of his holinefs, in the midft of light inacceflible." 
Tien his holinefs is mentioned, " The heavens are not 
clean in his fight, he charges his angels with folly : 
He looks to the moon, and it ftiineth not, and the 
C z <« ftars 
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*' ftars are not pure before his eyes* : He is : 

.*' God, and a confuming fire.'' If we fpeak of 

** Behold, he is ftrong : He removes the mc 

" and they know it not : He overturns them ii 

** ger : He (hakes the earth from her place, and 

** lars tremble : He makes a path thiough the 

•* waters, he difcovers the foundations of the 

** The pillars' of heaven are aftoniflied at his r 

And after all, ** Thefe are but a portion of hi 

** The thunder of his power who can underftan 

fovereignty,. his knowledge, and his wifJom, 

vealed to us in language vaftly fuperior to all 

tical accounts of heathen divinity. " Let 

** (herds ftrive with the pot(herds of the eart 

** (hall the clay fay to him that fartiioneth it 

•* roakeft thou ? He bids the heavens drop do^ 

•* above, and let the (kies pour down righte 

** He commands the fun, and it rifeth not, 

** fealeth up the ftars. It is he that faith to th 

•* be dry, and he drieth up the rivers. Woe 1 

*' that feek deep to hide their counfel from thi 

** his eyes ai-e upon all their ways, he underftan 

** thoughts afar off. Hell is naked before him, 

** ftru^lion hath no covering. He calls out all t 

** by their names, he fruftrateth the tokens' of tl 

" and makes the diviners mad : He turns w 

** backward, and their knowledge becomes f 

His tranfcendent eminence above all things 

nobly reprefented, when he ** fits upon the c 

*' the earth, and the inhabitants thereof are as 

" h< 
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's : All nations befoir him are as the drop 
ucket, and as the fmall dud of the balance t 
:es up the ides as a very little thing ; Lebanon, 
11 her beads, is not fufficlent for a facrifice to 
od, nor are all her trees fufHcient for the burn- 
This God, before whom the whole creation is 
hing, yea, lefs than nothing, and vanity. To 
of all the heathen Gods then will ye compare 
ith the Lord, and what fiiall I be likened to ?" 
vhich of all the heathen Poets fhall we liken 
ire this glorious orator, the facied dsfcriber of 
ead ? The orators of all nations are as nothing 
m, and their words are vanity and emptlnefs. 
jrn our eyes now to fome of the holy writings, 
od is creating the world : How meanly do the 
he Gentiles talk and trifle upon this fubje6l, 
?ught into comparifon with Mofes, whom Lon- 
imfelf, a Gentile critic, cites as a mafter of 
me Ilyle, when he chofe to ufe it j *' And the 
aid. Let there be light, and there was light j 
ere be clouds and feas, fun and ftars, plants 
limals, and behold they are :" He command- 
hey appear and obey : " By the word of the 
vere the heavens made, and all the hoft of 
)y the breath of his mouth :" This is working 
od, with infinite eafe and omnipotence. His 
of providence for the terror and ruin of his 
es, and for the fuccour of his faints, is fet be- 
eyes in the fcripture with equal magnificence, 
jcomes divinity. When ** he arifes out of his 
C 3 <* place. 
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*• place, the earth trembles, the foundations of the hil 
** are ihaken becaiife he is wroth : There goes a fiuo) 
** up out of his noftrils,ancl fii-c out of his mouth devou 
** eth, coals are kindled by it. He bows the heaven 
*' and comes down, ancl daiknefs is under his fee 
** The mountains melt like wax, and flow down at h 
•• prefencc.'* If Virgil, Homer, or Pindar, were i 
prepare an equipage for a defccnding God, they migl 
ule thunder and lightnings too, and clouds and fire, 1 
form a chariot and horfes for the battle, or the triumpl 
but there Is none of them provides him a flight of Ch^ 
rubs inftead of horfes, or feats him in " chariots of fa 
** vation." David beholds him riding " upon the hes 
** vcn of heavens, by bis name Jau : He was mounte 
** upon a cherub, and did fly \ he flew on the wings < 
" thewindj'' andHabbakukfenils **thcpeftilcncebcf(M 
<* him/* Homer keeps amiglity fiir with his N-^«A»^t 
ptl* Zsi/f, and Hcfiod with his Z?y< Jvj,/^pl^i7il 
Jupiter, that raifes up the clouds, and that makes a noif 
or thunders on high. But a divine Poet makes tl 
** clouds but the dull of his feet j'* and when the Higl 
eft gives his voice in the heavens, ** Hail-ftones an 
** coals of fire follow/' A divine Poet difcovers tl 
channels of the waters, and lays open the foundatioi 
of nature 5 " at thy rebuke, O Lord, at the blaft < 
<» the breath of thy noftrils.** When the Holy 0« 
alighted upon Mount Sinai, ** his glory covered tl 
<* heavens : He ftood and meafured the earth : He b< 
«* held and drove afunder the n:itions, and the everlafi 
« ing mountains were fqattcrcd : The perpetual hit! 
7 «*di 
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** did bow ; his ways are everlafting." Then the pro- 
phet ** faw the tents of Ciifhan in affli^lion, and the 
" curtains of the land of Midian did tremble." Hah. 
iii. Nor did the blcfled fpirit which animated thefe 
writers forbid them the ufeof vifions, dreams, the open- 
ing of fcenes dreadful and delightful, and the introduc- 
tion of machines upon great occafions : the divine li- 
cence in this refpeft is admirable and furprizing, and 
the images are often too bold and dangerous for an un- 
infpired writer to imitate. Mr. Dennis has made a no- 
ble clTay to difcover how much fuperior is infpired poefy 
to the brighteft and heft defcriptions of a mortal pen. 
Perhaps, if his propofal of Criticifm had been encoura- 
ged and purfued, the nation might have learnt more va- ^ 
loe for the word of God, and the wits of the age 
might have been fecured from the danger of Delfm ; 
while they muft have been forced to confefs at leaft the 
divinity of all the poetical books of Scripture, when 
ihcy fee a genius running through them more than hu- 
man. 

• Who is there now will dare to affert, that the doc- 
trines of our holy faith will not indulge or endure a de- 
Hghtful drefs ? Shall the French poet * affright us, by 
laying, 

*' De la foy d'un Chretien les myfteres terrlbles, 
** D'Ornemens egayez ne font point fufceptibles V 

But the French critic f, in his reflefllons upon Klo- 
quence, tells us, ** That the majcfty of our religion, 

• Boileati. f Rapin. 

C 4 '' the 
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«« the holinefs of its laws, the purity of its morals, tltt 
** heighth of its myfteries> and the importance of every 
" fubje(5l that belongs to it, requires a grandeur, a no- 
*< blenefs, a majefty, and elevation of fiyle, fuited to the 
** theme : fparkHng images and magnificent exprciliona 
** muft be ufed, and are heft borrowed from Scripture; 
*' let the preacher, that aims at eloquence, read thePi'o- 
" phets inceflantly, for their writings are an abundant 
^* fource of all the riches and ornaments of fpeech.** 
And, in my opinion, this is far better counfel thau.HO'^ 
<ace gives us, wlien he fays, 

<< Vos exemplaria Graeca 

*' No6lurna verfate manu, verfate diurna." 

As, in the conduct of my ftudies with regard to dm- 
nitv, I have realbn to repent of nothing more than thit 
I have not perufcd the Bible with more frequency; fa 
if [ were to fet \ip for a poet, with a defign to exceed all 
the modern wrir-js, I would follow the advice of Rapin^ 
■and rend the Prcpl^ets night and day. I am fure, the 
compofures of the following book would have bectt 
filled with much greater fenfe, and appeared with much 
more agreeable ornaments, had I derived a larger por- 
tion from the Hi.ly Scriptures. 

Befides, we may fetch a further anfwer to MonficuB 
Boileau's objfccliun, frcm other poets of hisowncountryt 
What a noble ufe have Racine and Corncillc made of 
Chriftian fubjet^s, in fome of their bed tragedies J 
What a variety of divine fcenes are difplayed, and piotii 
palTions awakened, in thofe poems ! The martyrdom ot 
folyeudle, howdoih it reign over our love and pity, and 
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at the fame time animate our zeal and devotion ? May I 
here be permitted the liberty to return my thanks to 
that fair and ingenious hand • that Jire6led me to fuch 
encertainments in a foreign language, which I had long 
wiflied for, and fought in vain in our own. Yet I mufl 
confefsy that the Davideis, and the two Arthurs, 
have fo far anfwered Boileau's objeftion, in Englifh, as 
that tbeoWlaclcs of attempting Chriftian poefy are bro- 
ken down, and the vain pretence of its being impra£li- 
cable, is experimentally confuted f . 

It is true, indeed', the ChrilVian myftcries have not 
fuch need of gay trappings as beautified, or rather com- 
pofed, the Heathen fnperftition. But this ftill makes 
for the greater eafe antl furer fuccefs of the poet. The 
wonders of our religion, in a plain narration and a Am- 
ple drefs, have a native grandeur,, a dignity, and a beau- 
ty in them, though they do not utterly difdain all me- 
thods of ornament. The book of the Revelations 
&ems ta be a prophecy in the form of an opera, or a 
dramatic poem, where di^vine art illuftrates the fubje^l 
with many charming glories j but ftill it muft be ac- 
knowledged, that the naked themes of Chriftianity have 
ibmethiog brighier and bolder in them> fomething more 

• Philomela. 

-f* Sir Richard Blackmore, in his admirable preface to 
bis laft poem"^ entitled Alfred, has more copioufly refuted 
all Boiieairs arguments on this fubje6l, and that with 
great juftice and elegance. 1723. — I am perfuaded 
that many perfons who defpile the poem would acknow- 
Itdge the jull featiments.of that preface.. 

fur- 
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furprizlng and celeftial, than all the adventures 
and heroes, all the dazzling images of falfe In 
form and garnifh a heathen fong : here the vc; 
ment would give wonderful aids to the Mufe, 
heavenly theme would fo relieve a dull hour, ar 
guifliing genius, that when the Mufe nods, 1 
would burn and fparkle upon the reader, a 
him feelingly awake. 

With how much lefs toil and expencc migh 
den, an Otway, a Congreve, or a Dennis, furn 
Chrirtian poem, than a modern play ! Thei*e is 
amongft all the ancient fables, oi- later romanc 
have two fuch extremes united in them, as th 
God becoming an* infant of days; the poflefTo 
palace of Heaven laid to fleep in a manger ; 
Jefus, who knew no fin, bcnriug the fins of m 
body on the tree ; agonies of forrow loading tli 
him who was God over all, bleflfed for ever j 
Sovereign of life ftretching his arms on a crofs, 
and expiring : The Heaven and the Hell in oui 
are infinitely more delightful and dreadful 
childifli figments of a dog with thi-ee heads, th« 
of the Belides, the Furies with fnaky hairs, c 
flowery ftories of Elyfjum. And if we furvej 
as themes divinely true, and the other as a n 
fooleries which we can never believe ; the adva 
touching the fprings of pafiTion will fail infinite 
iidc of the Chriftian poetj our wonder and < 
our pity, delight, and forrow, with the lone 
hopes and fears, muft needs be under the ccl 



PREFACE. 27 

an harmonious pen, whofe every line makes a part of 
the reader's faith, and is the very life or death of his 
foul. 

If the trifling and incredlhle talcs that fumifh out a 
tragedy, are fo armed by wit and fancy, as to become 
fovereign of the rational powers, to triumph over all 
the affe£lions, and manage our fmiles and our tears at 
pleafure ; how wondrous a conqueft might be obtained 
over a wild world, and reduce it, at leaft, to fobriety, 
if the fame happy talent were employed in drefllng the 
fcenes of religion in their proper figures of majefty, 
fwectncfs, and terror ! The wonders of creating power, 
of redeeming love, and renewing grace, ought not to be 
thus impioufly neglefted by thofe whom Heaven has 
endued with a gift fo proper to adoi*n and cultivate 
them ; an art whofe fwcet infmuations might almoft 
convey piety in rcfifting nature, and melt the hardclt 
fouls to the love of virtue. The affairs of this life, 
with their reference to a life to come, would fnine 
bright in a dramatic defcription ; nor is there ?.ny need 
or any reafon why we ihould always borrow the plan 
or hiltory from the ancient Jews, or primitive martyrs ; 
though feveral of thefs would furnifh out noble mateN 
rials for this fort of poefy : but modern fcenes would 
be better underftood by moft readers, and the applica- 
tion would be much more eai'y. The anguifh of in- 
ward guilt, the fccret flings and racks and fcourges of 
confcience ; thefweet retiring hours, and feraphical joys 
of devotion ; the vI6lory of a refolved foul over a thou- 
fand temptations j the inimitable love and pafTion of a 

dying 
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dying God ; the awful glories of the lad tribun 
grand decifive fentence, from which there is no ; 
and the confequent tranfports or horrors of 
eternal worlds j " thefe things may be varioufly d 
and form many poems. How might fuch perfon 
under a divine bleffing, call back the dying piet; 
nation to life and beauty ? This would make i 
appear like itfelf, and confound the blafphemii 
profligate world, ignqrant of pious pleafures. 

But we have reafon to fear, that the tuneful 
our day have not raifed their ambition to fo c 
pitch ; I fhould rejoice to fee more of this celef 
kindling within them ; for the fla(hes that break 
foihe prefent and paft writings betray an i 
fource. This the incomparable Mr. Cowley, in t 
ter end of his preface, and the ingenious Sir J 
Blackmore, in the beginning of his, have fo patht 
idefcribed and lamented, tliat I rather refer the re; 
mourn with them, than detain and tire him here, 
gentlemen^ in tlieir large and laboured works of 
have given the world happy examples of what th< 
and encourage in profe ; the one in a rich var 
thought and fancy, the other in all the fhining c 
of profufe and florid di61ion. 

If ftiorter fonnets were compofed on fublime fu 
fuch aS/^ the Pfalms of David, and the holy trar 
interfperfed in the other facred writings, or fuch 
moral odes of Horace, and the ancient Lyricks ; 
fuade myfelf, that the Chriftian preacher woult 
abundant aid from the poetj in his defign to diffu 
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ttje, and allure fouls to God. If the heart' vrer6 firft 
inflamed from Heaven, and the Mufe were not left 
alone to form the devotion, and purfue a cold fceot, but 
only called-in as an affiftant to the worfhip, th€n the 
fong would end where the infpiration ceafes ; the 'whole 
compofure would be of a piece, all meridian light and 
meridian fervour; and the fame pious flame would be 
propagated, and kept glowing in the heart of him that 
reads. Some of the fliorter' odes of the two poets now 
mentioned, and a few of the Rev. Mr. NomVs Eflays 
in verfe, ai-e convincing in (lances of the fuccefs of this 
propofal. 

It is my opinion alfo, that the free and unconfined 
numbers of Pindar, or the noble meafures of Milton 
without rliyme, would beft maintain the dignity of the 
theme, as well as give a loofe to the devout fcul, nor 
check the raptures of her faith and love. Though, in 
my feeble attempts of this kind, I have too often fet- 
tered my thoughts in tht narrow metre of our Pfalm- 
tranflators ; I have contrafted and cramped the fenfe, 
or rendered it obfcure and feeble, by the too fpeedy and 
"regular retimis of rhyme. 

If my friends expe6l any reafon of the following 
compofures, and of the firft or fecond publication, I en- 
treat them to accept of this account. 

The title afliires them that poefy is not the bufinefs of 
my life; and if I feized thole hours of leifure, wherein 
my foul was in a more fprightly frame, to entertain 
them or myfelf with a divine or moral fong, I hope I 
fliall find an eafy pardon. 

In 
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In the Firft Book are many odes which were writt 
to affift the meditations and worfhip of vulgar Chi 
tians, and with a defign to be publifhcd in the volui 
of hymns, which have now paffed a fecond imprefHo 
but upon the review, I found fome exprefllons tl 
were not fuited to the plaineft capacity, and the met 
phors are too bold to pleafe the weaker Chriftian : thej 
fore I have allotted them a place here. 

Amongftthefongs that are dedicated to Divine Loi 
I think I may be bold to aflert, that I never compol 
one line of them with any other defign than what th 
are applied to here ; and I have endeavoured lo feci 
them all from being perverted and debafed to want 
pafHons, by feveral lines in them that can never be a 
plied to a meaner love. A'-e not the noblell inftam 
of the grace of Chrift reprefented under the figure ol 
conjugal ftate, and defcribcd in one of the fweetcft odi 
and the fofteft paftoral that ever was written ? I appc 
to Solomon *, in his Song, and his father David, 
Pfal. xlv. if David was the author : and I am well j 
iuredt that I have never indulged an equal licence : 
was dangerous to imitate the facred writers too near! 
in fo nice an affair. 

The ** Poems facred to Virtue," &c. were form 
-when the frame and humour of my foul was juft fuit 
to the fubjeft of my verfe : the image of my heart 
painted in them ; and if they meet with a reader whc 

• Solomon's Song was much more in ufe amoi 
Preachers and writers of divinity when thcfe poei 
were written than it is now. 1736. 

fo 
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foul is akin to mine, perhaps they may agreeably enter- 
tain hira. The dulnefs of the fancy, and coarfenefs of 
expreflion, will difappear; the famcncfs of the humour 
will create a pleafure, and infenfibly overcome and con- 
ceal the defeats of the Mufe. Young gentlemen and 
ladies, whofe genius and education have given them a 
rclifh of oratory and verfe, may be tempted to feek la- 
tisfa^lion among the dangerous diverfions of the ft age, 
and impure fonnets, if there be no provifion of a fafcr 
kind mads to pleafe them. While I have attempted to 
gratify innocent fancy in this refpe6l, I have not for- 
gotten to allure the heait to virtue, and to raife it 
to a difdain of brutal pleafures. The frequent in- 
terpofiticn of a devout thought may awaken the mind 
to a ferious fenfe of God, religion, and eternity. The 
fame duty that might be defpifed in a fermon, when 
propofed to their reafon, may here, perhaps, feize the 
lower faculties with furprize, delight, and devotion at 
once 5 and thus, by degrees, draw the fupcrior powers 
of the mind to piety. Amongft the infinite numbers of 
mankind, there is not more difference in their outward 
fliape and features, than in their temper and inward in- 
clination. Some are more eafily fufcepiive of religion 
in a grave difcourfe and fedate reafoning. Some are 
bcft frighted from fin and ruin by terror, threatening, 
and amazement 5 their fear is the propcrcft paffion to 
which we can addrefs ourfelves, and begin the divine 
work : others can feel no motive fo powerful as that 
which applies itfelf to their ingenuity, and their poliflicd 
imagination. Now I thought it lawful to take hold of 

any 
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any handle of the foul, to lead it away betimes fivmi 
-vicious pleafures.; and if I could but make up a compofi- 
'tion of virtue and delight, fuited to the tafte of well-bred 
youth, and a refined education, I had fome hope t», 
:allure and raife them thereby above die vile temptatioot 
.of degenerate nature, and cuftom that is yet more d^ge- 
^nerate. When I have felt a flight inclination to fatiif 
lOr burlefque, I thought it proper to fupprefs it. Thi 
;grinning and the growling Mufe are not hard td bec^ 
:tained ; but I would difdain their aiUdance, where a 
'tnanly invitation to virtue, and a friendly fmile, maybi' 
fuccefsfully empbyed. Could I perfuade any man bf^ 
a kinder method, I Aiould never think it proper to fcdf i 
«r laugh at him. i 

Perhaps there are fome morofe readers, that ftand ret* \ 
dy to condemn every line that is written upon tfalj 
theme of Love } but iiave we not the cares and the io*] 
licities of that fort of focial life reprefented to us in ttei 
iacred writings ? Some expreflions are there ufed wiA C| 
<lefign to give a mortifying influence to our foiteftif«j 
ie£lions j others again brighten the chara£ler ofthlfl 
Aate, and allure virtuous fouls to purfue the divine ad^J 
vantage of it, the mutual afliftance in the way to falvft«; 
tion. Are not the cxxviith and cxxviiith Pfalms OH 
dited on this very fubje6l ? Shall it be lawful fordHS 
prefs and the pulpit to treat of k with a becoming figN> 
iemnity in prole, and muft the imention of the Cuu^ 
thing in poefy be pronounced for ever unlawful ? It 11 
bitterly unworthy of a furious charafter to write on tlo^ 
.argument, becaule it has been unhappily polluted by 
5 foni 



PREFACE. 3) 

rrilous pens ? Why may I not be permitted to 
a common and a growing miCchlcf, while a 
. vile poems of the amorous kind fwarm 
and give a vicious taint to the unwary reader f 
tell the world that I have endeavoured to reco- 
ai^ument out of the hands of impure writers, 
lake it appear, that virtue and love are not fuch 
i as they are reprefented. The blirsful inti- 
fouls in that date will afford fufficient fumi« 
the graveft entertainment in verfe 5 fo that it 
be everlaftingly drefled-up in ridicule, nor af- 
nly to furnifh out the lewd fonnets of the times, 
ne happier genius promote the fame fervice that 
ed, and by fuperior fenfe, and fweetcr found, 
rhat Ihave written contemptible and ufelefs. 
imitations of that nobleft Latin poet of modern 
.fimire Sarbiewfki, of Poland, would need no 
did they but arife to the beauty of the original, 
ften taken the freedom to add ten or twenty 
r to leave out as many, that I might fuit my 
re to ray own defign, or becaufe I faw it impof- 
jrefent the force, the finenefs, and the fire of his 
»n in our language. There are a few copies 
I liave borrowed fome hints from the fame au- 
ithout the mention of his name in the title. 
ics I can allow (6 fuperior a genius now and 
be lavi/li in his imagination, and to indulge 
ciirfions beyond the limits of fedate judgment c 
ics and glciy of his vtrfe make atonement in 
D abon- 
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abundance. I wifh fome Englifh pen wou 
more of his treafures, and blefsour nation. 

The infcriptions to particular friends are • 
and defended by the pra6lice of almoft all 
writers. They frequently convey the rigid 
morality to the mind in the fofter method of 
Suftainedby their example, a man will not eafil; 
whelmed by the heavieft cenfures of the unthii 
unknowing j efpecially when there is a fhadc 
praftice in the divine Pfalmift, while he in 
Afaph or Jeduthun his fongs that were ma^ 
harp, or (which is all one) his Lyric odes, th< 
areaddreflfed to God himfelf. 

In the ** Poems of Heroic meafure," I have: 
in rhyme the fame variety of cadence, comma ar 
which blank verfe glories in as its peculiar 
and ornament. It degrades the excellency o; 
verfification when the lines run on by couplets 
together, juftin the fame pace, and with the fan 
It fpoils the nobleft plcafure of the found : the 
tired with the tedious uniformity, or charme 
with the unmanly foftnefs of the numbers, anc 
petual chime of even cadences. 

In the *'* Effays without Rhyme,'' I have i 
Milton for a perfeft pattern ; though he fh; 
ever honoured as our deliverer from the bonda 
works contain admirable and unequalled infl 
bright and beautiful di£lion, as well as majefty 
renenefs of thought. There are feverd epifoi 
longer works, that ftand in fupreme dignity \ 
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rival ; yet all that vaft reverence with which I rea 
his Paradife Loft, cannot perfiiade me to be charme* 
with every page of it. The length of his periods, and 
fometimes of his parcnthefes, runs me out of breath : 
Some of his numbers feem too harlh and uneafy. I could 
never believe that roughnefs and obfcurity added any 
thing to the true grandeur of a Poem : nor will I ever 
iSkSi archaifms, exoticifms, and a quaint uncouthnefs 
nffpeech, in order to become perfeftly Miitonian. It 
is my opinion that blank verfe may be written with all 
luc elevation of thought in a modern ftylc, without bor- 
•owing any thing from Chaucer's tales, or running 
jack fo far as the days of Colin the Shepherd, and the 
eign of the Fairy Queen. The oddnefs of an antique 
bund gives but a falle pleafure to the ear, and abules 
he true relifti, even when it works delight. There 
TTC fomc Tiich judges of poefy among the old Romans ; 
vd Martial ingenioufly laughs at one of them, that 
IS plea(ed even to altonifiiment with oblblctc wcrcis 
i figures ; 

•* Attonitufquc legis terrai frugiferai." 

he ill-drawn poftures and diftortions of fhape that 

neet with in Chinefe pictures charm a fickly fancy 

leir very aukwardnefs ; lb a diftempered appetite 

:hew coals and land, and pronounce it guftful. 

the Pindarics, I have generally conformed my lines 

ihorter fize of the ancients, and avoided to imi- 

e cxcefRve lengtlis to which fomc modern writers 

retched their fentences, and efpecially the con- 

• verfe. In thefe the ear is thetrueft judge ; nor 

D z was 
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was it made to be enllaved to any precife model of el- 
der or later times. 

After ally I muil petition my reader to lay afide the 
four and fullen air of criticifm, and to affume the friend. 
Let him chufe fuch copies to read at particular hours^ 
when the temper of his mind is fuited to the fong. Let 
him come >vith a dcfirc to be entertained and pleafed, 
rather than to feek his own difguft and averiion, which 
will iiot be hard to And. I am not fo vain as to think, 
there are no faults, nor fo blind as to efpy none : 
though 1 hope the multitude of alterations in this fe- 
cond edition are not without amendment. There is fo 
large a difference between this and the former, in the 
change of titles, lines, and whole poems, as well as in 
the various tranrpofitions, that, it would be ufelefs 
and endlefs, and all confufion, for any reader to com- 
pare them throughout. The additions alio make up 
half the book, and fome of thefe have need of as many 
alterations as the former. Many a line needs the file 
to polifh the roughnefs of it, and many a thought wants 
richer language to adorn and make it (hine. Wide dc- 
fe£^s and equal fuperfluities may be found, efpecially 
in the larger pieces j but I have at prefcnt neither incli- 
nation nor leifure to correft, and I hope I never (hall. 
It is one of the biggeft fatisfa^^ions I take in giving 
this volume to the world, that I expe^ to be for ever free 
from the te:nptation of making or mending poems 
again *. So that my friends may be perfectly fecure 

*"Naturamexpellasfurca licet, ufqucrecurrct." Hon. 
Will this (hort note of Horace excufe a man who has 
refilled nature many years, but has beea fometimet 
•vercome ? 1736. Editioa the 7th. 

asaind 
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agalnft this impreflTion's growing wafte upon tlieir hands, 
and ufelcfs as the former has done. Let minds that are 
better fumiflied for Aich performances pnrfue thefe ftu- 
dies, if they are convinced that poefy can be made fer- 
viceablc to religion and virtue. As for myfelf, I al- 
moft blufh to think that I have read fo little, and writ- 
ten fo much. The following years of my life (hall be 
more entirely devoted to the immediate and diref^ la. 
bours of my ftation, excepting thofe hours that may be 
employed in finifliing my imitation of the Pfalms of 
David, in chriftian language, which I have now pro- 
mifed the world *. 

I cannot court the world to purchafe this book for 
their plcafure or entertainment, by telling them that 
any one copy entirely pleafes me. The beft of them 
(inks below the idea which I form of a divine or moral 
ode. He that deals in the myfteries of Heaven, or of 
the Mufes, fhould be a genius of no vulgar mould : 
And as the name Vates belongs to both ; fo the furni- 
ture of both is com pri fed in that line of Horace, 
" — Cui mens divinior, atque os 
" Magna fonaturum— — — " 

But what Juvenal fpake in his age, abides true in 

ours : A compleat Poet or a Prophet is fuch a one ; 

« — Qualem nequeo monftrare, & fcntio tanium." 

Perhaps neither of thefe chara^ers in perfeflion flrall 

ever be feen on earth, till the feventli angel has rounded 

h!s awful trumpet j till the vidory be compleat over 

• In the year 171 9 thefe were finifhed and printed. 

D 3 \^^ 
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the bcaft and his image, when the natives of heavi 
thall join in concert with prophets and faints, and fii 
to their golden harps ** falvation, honour and glory 
f < Him that fits upon the throne^ and to the Lamb f 
«' ever." 

May i4i 1705. 
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BOOK I. 
Sacred to Devotion and Piety, 



WORSHIPPING WITH FEAR. 

XT 7HO dares attempt th' eternal Name, 

^ ' With notes of mortal found ? 
Dangers and glories guard the theme. 

And fpread defpair around. 
Deftru£lion waits t' obey his frown, 

And Heaven attends his fmile ; 
A wreath of lightning arms his crown, 

But love adorns it dill. 

Celeftial king, our fpirits lie, 

Trembling beneath thy feet. 
And wifli, and caft a longing eye. 

To reach thy lofty feat. 

D 4- W}.#n 
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When (hall we fee the Great Unknown^ 

And In thy prefence fhuid ? 
Reveal the fplendors of thy throne. 

But ihield us with thy hand. 

In thee what endlefs wonders meet ! 

What various glory (hines ! 
The crofllng rays too fiercely beat 

Upon our fainting minds. 

Angels are loft in fweet furprize 

If thou unvail thy grace j 
And humble awe runs through the (kies. 

When wrath arrays thy face. 

When mercy joins with majefty 
To fpread their beams abroad, 

Not all their faireft minds on high 
Are fhadows of a God. 

Thy works the ftrongeft feraph fmgs 

In a too feeble ftrain, 
And labours hard on all his ftrings 

To reach thy thoughts in vain. 

Created powers, how weak they be \ 

How (hort our praifes fall ! 
So much akin to nothing we. 

And thou th' eternal All. 
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^KING LEAVE TO SING. 

', mighty God, Indulge my tongue, 
ar let thy thunders roar, 
the young notes and renturout fimg 
rorldtof glory foar. 

my daring flight ibrbtdf 
Mufe foldt-up her wings | 
ly word her (Under reed 
npfs almighty things, 

dcr feed, tnrpir*d hy thee, 
a new Eden grow, 
ooming life on every tree, 
fpreads a Heaven below. 

;ks the trumpet*t loud alarms, 
with thy dneadfiil breath i 
Is th* angelic hofts to arms, 
ve the nations death. 

n flie taftes her Saviour^s love, 
feels the rapture ftrong, 
le divineft harp above 
at a Tweeter (bng. 
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DIVINE JUDGMENTS^ 

"^TOT from the duft my forrows fpring, 
^ ^ Nor diop my comforts from the lower ikies I 
Let all the baneful planets (hcd 
Thcih mingled curfes on my head, 
How vain their curfes, if th' Eternal King 
Look through the clouds and blefs me with his eyes ! 
Creatures with all their boafted fway 
Are but his flaves, and muft obey ; 
They wait their orders from above. 
And execute his word, the vengeance, or the love. 

*Tis by a warrant from his hand 
The gentler gales are bound to deep : 
The North wind blufters, and afTumes command 
Over the defert and the deep j 
Old Boreas with his freezing powers 
Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glafs^ 
Arrefts the dancing rivulets as they pafs. 

And chains them movelefs to their fhores j 
The graEing ox 16ws to the gelid Ikies, 
Walks o'er the marble meads with withering eyes. 
Walks o'er the folid lakes, fnufFs up the wind, and die 

Fly to the polar world, my fong, 
And mourn the pilgrims there, (a wretched throng !) 

Seized and bound in rigid chains, 
A troop of ftatues on the Ru^ian plains. 
And life ftands frozen in the purple veins. 

Athetftj' forbear ; no more blafphexoe s 

Gc 
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God has a thoufanJ terrors in his name* 

A thoufand annies at command. 

Waiting the fignal of his hand, 
Ind magazines of froft, and magazines of flame. 

Drefs thee in fteel to meet his wrath j 

His (harp artillery from the North 
hall pierce thee to the foul, and (hake thy mortal frame* 

Sublime on Winter's rugged wings 

He rides in arms along the (ky, 
bd fcatters fate on fwains and kings ; 

And flocks and herds, and nations die | 

While impious lips, profanely bold, 
3I0W pale i and, quivering at his dreadful cold. 

Give their own blafphemies the lie. 

The mifchiefs that infeft the earth, 
^n the hot dog-ftar fires the realms on high, 

Drought and difeafe, and cruel dearth, 
^re but the flafhes of a wrathful eye 

From the incensM Divinity. 

In vain our parching palates thiril^ 
For vital food in vain we cry. 

And pant for vital breath ; 

The verdant fields are burnt to duft, 

The Sun has drunk the channels dry. 
And all the air is death. 

Ye fcourges of our Maker's rod, 
Tls at his dread command, at his imperial nod. 

You deal your various plagues abroad. 

5 _ Hail, 
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Hai], whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods. 
That all the leafy ftandards ftrip. 
And bear down with a mighty fweep 

The riches of the fields, and honours of the woodj 
Storms, that ravage o'er the deep. 
And bury millions in the waves j 
Earthquakes, that in midnight deep 

Turn cities into heaps, and make our beds our gr 
While you difpenfe your mortd harms, 

*Tis the Creator's voice that founds your loud alai 

When guilt with louder cries provokes a God to a 

for a meflage from above 
To bear my fpirits up ! 

Some pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my terrors and fupport my hope ! 

Let waves and thunders mix and roar. 
Be thou my God, and the whole world is mine : 
While thou art Sovereign, I'm fccure j 

1 (hall be rich till thou art poor j 

For all I fear, and all I wifh, Heaven, Earth, and 
are thine. 



EARTH AND HEAVEN^ 

TT AST thou not feen, impatient boy ? 
"*■ •* Haft thou not read the folcmn truth. 
That grey experience writes for giUiy youth 
On every mortal joy .' 

Pl< 
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leafure mud be dafhM with pain i 
And yet, with hcedlcfs hade, 
The thirfty boy repeats the tafte, 
learkens to defpair^ but tries the bowl again* 
rills of pleafure never run fincere : 
(Earth hr's no unpolluted fpring) 
the cursM foil forae dangerous taint they bearj 
fes grow on thorns, and honey wears a ding. 

in we feek a Heaven below the Ikyj 
he world has falfe, but flattering, charms t 
lant joys fliow big in our efteem, 
:Sen dill as they draw near the eye j 
our embrace the vifions die, 
nd when we grafp the airy forms. 
We lo/c the pleafmg dream. 

irth, with her fccncs of gay delight, 

hut a landikip nidely drawn, 

'ith glaring colours, and falfe light; 

dance commends it to the Gght, 

For fools to gaze upon $ 

tt bring the naufeous daubing nigh, 

; and confusM the hideous figures lie, 

f€ the pleafure, and offend the eye. 

lip, my foul, pant tow'rd th' eternal hills 5 
iofe Heavens are fairer than they feem j 
pleafures all fincere glide on in crydal rills, 
lere not a dreg of guilt defiles, 
Mor grief diduibs the dream. 

7 That 
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That Canaan knows no noxious thing, 
No curfed foil, no tainted fpring, 
Nor rofes grow on thorns, nor honey wears a fting. 

FELICITY ABOVE. 

"VTO, 'tis in vain to feek for Mifs ; 
•^'^ For blifs can ne'er be found 
Till we arrive where Jefus is. 
And tread on heavenly ground. 

There 's nothing round thefc painted (kies. 

Or round this dufty clod ; 
Nothing, my foul, that 's worth thy joys. 

Or lovely as thy God. 

*Tis Heaven on Earth to tafte his love. 

To feel his quickening grace 5 
And all the Heaven I hope above 

Is but to fee his face. 

Why move my years in flow delay ? 

O God of ages ! why ? 
Let the fphcres cleave, and mark my way 

To the fuperior Iky. 

Dear Sovereign, break thefe vital firings 

That bind me to my clay { 
Take me, Uriel, on thy wings, 

And ftretch and foar away, 

GOD 
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GOD's Dominion and Decrees. 

TT'EEP iilcnce, all created things, 
'*'^ And wait your Maker's nod : 
The Mufe (lands trembling while (he fings 
The honours of her God. 

Life, Death, and Hell, and worlds unknown 

Hang on his firm decree t 
He fits on no precarious throne. 

Nor borrows leave to be. 

Th' almighty vo^ice bid ancient Night 

Her endlefs realms refign. 
And lo, ten thoufand globes of light 

In fields of azure ftiine. 

Now Wifdom with fuperior fway 

Guides the vaft moving frame, 
Whilft all the ranks of being pay 

Deep reverence to his name. 

fie fpake ; the fun obedient ftood. 

And held the falling day : 
Old Jordan backward drives his flood. 

And difappoints the Tea. 

Lord of the armies of the fky. 

He marshals all the (lars ; 
led comets lift their banners high. 

And wide proclaim his wars. 
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ChainM to his throne a volume lies, 

^With all the fates of men, 
With every angel's form ami fize. 

Drawn by th' eternal pen. 

His providence unfolds the book. 
And makes his counfels fhine « 

Each opening leaf, and every ftrokc. 
Fulfils Ibme deep defign. 

Here he exalts neglefted worms 

To fceptres and a crown ; 
Anon the following page he turns. 

And treads the monarch down. 

Not Gabriel alks the reafon why. 

Nor God^the reafon gives j 
Kor dares the favourite-angel pry 

Between the folded leaves. 

My God, I never long'd to fee 

My fate with curious eyes, 
What gloomy lines are writ for me, 

Or what bright fcenes fliall rife. 

In thy fair book of life and grace 

May I but find my name, 
ficcorded in fome humble place 

Beneath my Lcml the Lamb ! 



SEL 
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SELF^CONSECRATION. 

IT grieves mc, Lord, it grieves me fore, 

■■ That I have liv'd lo thee no more, 
Aod wafted half mj days $ 
My inward power ihall bum and flame 
With zeal and paflion for thy name, 

[ would not fpeak, but for my God, nor move, but to 
his praile. 

What are my eyes but aids to (ee 
The glories of the Deity 
InfcribM with beams of light 
On flowers and ftars ? Lord, I behold 

The fhining azure, green and gold } ^ 
Bat when I try to read thy name, a dimnefs veils my 
fight. 

Mine ears are raised when Vifgil fingt 

Sicilian fwains, or Trojan kings. 

And drink the mufic in : 
Why ihould ttie trumpet's brazen voice. 

Or oaten reed, awake my joys. 
And yet my heart fo ftupid lie when faer«d hymns begin f 

Change me, O God j my flelh (hall be 
An inftrumentof fong to thee. 
And thou the notes infpire: 

My tongue (hall keep the heavenly diime, 

Mydjcarful pulfe fhaJl beat the time, 
Aadfwcet variety of found (hall in thy praife conrplie. 
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The deareft nerve about my hearty 
ShouUi it refufe to bear a part. 
With my melodious breath, 
I'd tear away the vital chord, 
A bloody vI6lim to my Lord, 
And live without that impious ibring, or ihew my s 
in death. 



The creator and Criaturis. 

/^ OD is a name my foul adores, 
^^ Th' Almighty Three, th' Eternal One 5 
Nature and grace, with all their powers, 
Confefs the Infinite Unknown. 

From thy Great Self thy being fprings 5 
Thou art thine own original, 
Made up of uficreated things. 
And Self-fufficience bears them all. 

Thy Voice produced the feas and fphcrcs. 
Bid the waves roar, and planets (hine j 
But nothing like thy Self appears, 
Through all thefe fpacious works of thine* 
Still reftlefs Nature dies and grows | 
From change to change the creatures run t 
Thy being no ruccefFion knows. 
And all thy vad defigns are one 2 

2 A gla 
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A glance of thine runs through the globes, 
Rules the bright worlds, and moves their frame i 
firoad (beets of light compofe thy robes ; 
Thy guards are form'd of living flame. 

Thrones and dominions round thee fall, 
And worfliip in fubniiflive forms 5 
Thy prefence (hakes this lower ball, 
This little dwelling-place of worms. 

How fliall a(rrighted mortals dare 
! To ling thy glory or thy grace, 
i Beneath thy feet we lie fo far, 
i And fee but (hadows of thy face ? 

[ Who can behold the blazing light ? 
Who can^ approach confuming flame ? 
None but thy wifdom knows thy might ; 
None but thy word can fpeak thy name. 

The nativity of CHRIST. 

« OHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift up your eyes, 

^ ** And fend your fenrs away j 
" News from the region of the flcics, 
" Salvation 's bom to-day. 

" Jcfus, the God whom Angels fear, 

" Comes down to dwell with you j 
" To-day he makes his entrance here, 

" But not as monarchs do. 

E 2 <« N« 
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*« 2^0 gold, nor purple fwaddling-bands, 

'♦^ Nor royal fhinirig things 5 
'*' A manger for his cradle ftands, 

" And holds the King of kings. 

** Go, Shepherds, where the Infant lifes, 

** And fee his humble throne $ 
** With tears of joy in all your eyes, 

<* Go, Shepherds, kifs the Son." 

Thus Gabriel fang, and (Irait around 

The heavenly armies throng. 
They tune their harps to lofty found. 

And thus conclude the fong : 

« Glory to God that reigns above, 
" Let peace furround the earth ; 

** Mortals ftiall know their Maker's love, 
** At their Redeemer's birth." 

Lord 1 and fhall angels have their fongs. 

And men no tunes to raife ? 
O may we lo e thefe ufelefs tongues 

When they forget to praife I 

Glory to God that reigns above. 

That pitied us forlorn, 
We join to fmg our Maker'* love. 

For there 's a Saviour bom. 



G < 
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GOD; GLORIOUS^ AND SiNNERt SAVBD, 

ly ATHER, how widt thy glory ihinw t 
^ How high thy wonders- rife i 
Known through the ear^ by thouland fignsy 
By thoufaiui thi ough the ikies. 

Thofe mighty orbs pFockiim thy poweiv 

Their motions fpeak thy (kill ; 
And on the wings of evciry hour, 

We read thy patience ftill. 

Part of thy name divinely flands 

On all thy creatures writ, 
They fliew the labour of thine hands*. 

Or impreffi of thy feet. 

But when we view thy ftrange deHgn 

To fave itebeliious worms, 
Where vengeance and com^ailion join' 

In their divined forms ; 

Dur thoughts are loft in reverend awe : 

We love and we adore j. 
The firft arch-angel never faw ^ 

So ncwich of God before. 
Here the whole Deity is known,. 

Nor dares a creature guefs 
Which of tlie glories biighteft fhone,. 

The juftice or tlie grace. 

£ J. When 
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When finncrs broke the father's laws. 

The dying Ton atones j 
Ohy the dear royfteries of his crofs I 

The triumph of his groans ! 

Now the full glories of the Lamb 

Adorn the heavenly plains ; 
Sweet Cherubs learn Immanuel*s name. 

And try their choicefl ftrains. 

O may I bear fome humble part 

In that immortal fong I 
Wonder and joys (hall tune my heart> 

And love command my tongue. 

i 

THE HUMBLE ENQJUIRY. 

A French Sonnet imitated. j5"55- 

** Grand DieU) tes Jugfmens, &:c." 

/^ RACE rules below, and fits enthron'd above, 
^^ How few the fparks of wrath ! how flow they mc 
And drop and die in boundlefs Teas of love ! 

But me, vile wretcK ! (hould pitying love embrace 

Deep in its ocean, hell itfclf would blaze. 

And flafli, and burn me through the boundlefs feaf 

Yea, Lord, my guilt to fuch a vaftnefs grown 
Seems to conAne thy choice to wrath alone, 
An.l calls thy power to vindicate thy tlirone. 
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Thine honour bids, ** avenge thine injur'd name," 
Thy flighted Joves a dreadful glory claim, 
While my moift tears might but incenfe thy flame. 
Should heaven grow black, almighty thunder roar. 
And vengeance blail me, I could plead no more. 
But own thy juflice dying, and adore. 

Yet can thofe bolts of death that cleave the flood 
To reach a rebe), pierce this facred fliroud, 
Ting'd in the vital dream of my redeemer's blood. 

THE PENITENT PARDONED. 

TTENCE from my foul, my fins, depart^ 
•■• -* Your fatal friendfhip now I fee ; 
I^ng have you dwelt too near my hearty . 
Her.ce, to eternal xliilance flee* 

Ye gave my dying Lord his wound. 
Yet I carefs'd your viperous broody 
And in my heart- firings lappM you round", 
You, the vile murderers of my God. 

Black heavy thoughts, like mountains, roli 
O'er m^y poor bread, with boding fears. 
And, cmfliing hard my torturM (bul,. 
Wring through my eyes the briny tears » 

Forgive my treafons. Prince of Grace !•. 
The bloody Jews were traitors too, 
Yet thou haft prayM for that cursM race,. 
** Father^ they ki\pw not what they do..'* 

E 4 Great 
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Great advocate, look down and fee ■• ^ 

A wretch, whoPs fmaning fbrrows bleed } 

plead the fame excufe for me ! 
For, Lord, I knew not what I did. 

Peace, my complaints j let every groan 
Be ftlll, and filence wait his love i 
CompaiHons dwell amidft his throne, 
And through his inmoft bowels move< 

Lo, From the everlafting fkies. 
Gently, as morning-dews diftil, 
The dove immortal downward flies, 
VlTith peaceful olive in his bill. 
How fweet the voice of pardon founds f 
Sweet the relief to deep diftrefs ! 

1 feel the balm that heals my wounds. 
And all my powers adore tkc grace. 

A Hymn of Praise for three great Salvat 

Viz. 
s. From the Spanifli Invafion, 158S. 
a. From the Gun-powder Plot, Nov. 5. 
3. From Popery and Slavery by K. WiLLi# 
Glorious Memory, who landed, Nov. 5, i68S. 
Compofed, Nov. 5, 1 

INFINITE God, thy cotmfds ftand 
Like mountains of eternal brafs. 
Pillars to prop our fmking land, 
Or guardian rocka to break the feaa* 
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>o1e to pole thy name it knowiit 
whole heaven of angelt praife | 
tKniring tongues would reach thy throne 
he loud triuotpht of thy grace. 

' thy chopch, l>y thy command, 
raisM upon the Brttifh iflet ; 
re/* faid the I»n<, " to ages ibnd, 
I as the evcriaAing Ult.** 

I the SpaniHi ocean ioar*d; 
ows fwcirj againi^ oor fhore, 
ows funk beneath thy word, 
.11 the floating war they bore, 

fiid the font of Moody Rome, 

provide new arms from hell : 

mn they dlcjg'd throu;;h earth's daik womb, 

nf.ick'd all the bitming cell. 

tnn Itnt them fiery floret, 
1 coal, and fulphurouii flame, 
I that bums, and all that roars^ 
sous Arcs of dreadful name. 

1 the fcnate and the throne, 
I of hcllini thunder lay ; 
he dark feeds of fire were fown, 
ng a bright, but difmul day. 

>vc beheld the black dtfign, 
>vc that guards our iflaiul round ; 
! how it qucnchM the fiery mine, 
jflfd the temped uiulcr ground. 
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A SSUME, my tongue, a nobler ftrain, 
^^ Sing tlic new wonders of the Lord i 
The foes revive their powers again. 
Again they die beneath his fword* 

Dark as our thoughts our minutes roll. 
While tyranny poflefs'd the throne. 
And murderers of an Inih foul 
Ran, threatening death, through every town.. 
The Romi(h piieft^ and £ritiih prince, 
Join'd their beft force, and blackcft charms. 
Ami the fierce troops of neighbouring France 
Oflibr'd the fervice of their arms. 

'Tis done, they cryM, and laugh'd aloud*,, 
The courts of darknefs rang with joy, 
Tb* old Serpent hifsM, and hell grew proud,^ 
While Z.on mourn*d her ruin nigh.^ 

But lo, the great deliverer fails, 
CoiiimKTion'd from Jehovah's hand. 
And fmiling feas, and wifhing gales. 
Convey him to the longing land. 

The happy day*, and happy year. 

Both in our new falvation meet t 

The day f that quench'd the burning fnarr» 

The year that burnt th* invading fleet. 

• Nov. 5, jdSa. + Nov. 5, 1588. 



N.< 
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Now did thine arm, O God of Ho(h, 
Now did thine arm (hine dazling bright. 
The fons of might their hands had loil» 
And men of blood forgot to fight. 
Brigades of angels linM the way. 
And guarded William to his throne t 
There, ye celeftial warriors, day. 
And make his palace like your own. 

Then, mighty God, the earth /hall know 
And learn the worfliip of the (ky : 
Angels and Britons join below, 
To raife their Hallelujahs high. 
All Hallelujah, heavenly King ; 
While dif^ant lands thy victory fing, 
And tongues their utmoft powers employ. 
The world's bright roof repeats the Joy. 

THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

p^AR in the heavens my God retires. 

My Goil, the mark of my defires. 
And hides his lovely face ; 

When he defcends within my view. 

He charms my reafon to purfue 
But leaves it tir'd and fainting in th' unequal chace. 

Or if I reach unufual height 

Till near his prefence brought. 
There floods of glory check my flight. 
Cramp the bold pinions of my wit. 

And all untune my tliought i 



Plung'd in a Tea of ligh^ | vojl, 
Where wif^^om, jufti^Pj IVrfy, ftvinctj 
Infinite rays iii crofiinig lioet 
Beat thick confufion Qii »y fig^t, and pverwl|elm » 

Come to my aid, y« fdUm-mlm^t, 
And help me reach the ditone^ 
(What fingle ftrengtbi in vain deijgns^ 
United force. hath done j 
Thus worms may join, and grafp the poles. 

Thus atoms fill tlie Tea) 
But the v/hole race of creature-fouls 
Stretched to their laft extent of thought, plunge a 
loft in thee. 

Great God, behold my reafon lies 
Adoring ; yet my love would rile 

On pinions not htr own t 
Faith fhall direct her humble flight, 
Through all the ti:ackkf8 feas of light. 
To Thee, tV Eternal Fair, the Infinite tJnlcnowr 

DEATH AND ETERNITY. 

Ty if' Y thoughts, that often mount the fkies, 
-*-^'*- Go, fearch the world beneath, 
Where nature in all ruin lies. 
And owns her foverctgn, death. 

The tyrant, how he triumphs here t 

His trophies fpread around ! 
And heaps of duft and bones appear 

Through all the hollow grounds 

7 



LYRIC POEMS, Book I. 6't 

Thefe (kulls, what ghaftly figures now ! 

How losuhTome to the eyes ! 
Thefe are the heads we lately knew 
So beauteous and fo wife. 

But where thft fouls, thofe deathlefs thing«. 

That left his dying clay ? 
My thoughts, now ftretch out all your wings. 

And trace eternity, 

O that unfathomable fea 1 

Thofe deeps without a (hore ! 
Where living waters gently play. 

Or fiery billows roar. 

Thus rouft we leave the banks of life. 

And try this doubtful fea ; 
Vain are our groans, and dying ftrife, 

To gain a moment^s ftay. 

There we fiiall fwim in heavenly blifs. 

Or fink in flanning waves. 
While the ]»ale carcafs thougbtlefs lies, 

Amongft the filent graves. 

Some hearty friend fiiall drop hh tear 

On our dry bonts, and fay, 
** Thefe once were ftrong, as nnine appear, 

** And mine muft be a« they.'* 

Thus (hall our mouldering members teach 

What now our fenfes learn : 
for duft and afiies loildeft pr?ack 

Man's infinite concern, 

A Sight 
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A Sight of Heaven in Sickness. 

r^ FT have I fat in fccret fighs, 
^^ To feel my fiefli decay. 
Then groanM aloud with frighted eyes. 
To view the tottering clay. 

But I forbid my forrows now. 

Nor dares the flefh complain ; 
Difeafes bring their profit too ; 

The joy overcomes the pain. 

My chearful foul now all the day 

Sits waiting here and fings j 
Looks through the ruins of her clay. 

And praflifes her wings. 

Faith almoft changes into fight. 

While from afar flic fpies. 
Her fair inheritance, in light 

Above created (kies. . 

Had but the prifon walls been ftrong. 

And firm without a flaw. 
In darknefs flie had dwelt too long. 

And lefs of glory, faw. 

But now the everlafting hills 

Through £very chink appear. 
And fomething of the joy (he feels 

While flie *t a prifoner here. 
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W Immm of hetm ifMi Aiwtly ift 
At ail the gapinf ivm t 
ifiom of oidlcit 1^ art ftni 
And ntife air flie dnnvt* 

may thde walJt irad toltcriiig KQ, 
Toe DTBaciiee never tiofvf 
I nraft heieiii ihiffcneft dweU* 
And all diit glory lofeJ 

r fitber let this 4eih decaf. 
The raint wider growt 
ill glad to fee tli^ enlarged wajr, 
I RtetCad my ptnkNie ttroiigli*^ 

•hb UNIVERSAL HALLELUJAH. 

Pialm cxltriii. Paraphraa*d. 

I R A ISE ye the Lord with joyfol tongue^ 

Ye powers that guard hit throne} 
fat the Man ihall lead the ibBg» 
The God infpire the tune. 

ibriely and alkth* immorta] choir 
That fill the realtnt above j 
»e i for he formed yen of hit fire» 
And feeds yon with hit love. 

ine to hi§ praifc, yc cryibl fkies. 
The floor of his abodf, 
• vpil your little twinkling eyes 
Before a brighter Ood. 

Thoa 
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Thou reftlcfs globef of gol&kn light, 
Whofc beams create our daji. 

Join with the filver qiieen of night. 
To own your borrowed iay«. 

Blufh and refund the honours paid 

To your inferior names s 
Tell the blind world, your orbs arc fed 

By his overflowing flames. 

Winds, ye (hall bear his name alovd' 

Through the ethereal blue. 
For when his chariot is a cloudy 

He makes his wheels of you. 

Thunder and hall, and flres and ftormsy 

The troops cf his command. 
Appear in all your dreadful forms. 

And fpeak his awful hand. 

Shout to the Lord, ye furging fe^s. 

In your eternal roar ; 
Let wave to wave refound his praife, 

And fhore reply to ihore : 
While monfters fporting on the floods 

In fcaly filver ftiine. 
Speak terribly their. Maker-God, 

And lafli the foaming brine. 

But gentler things ihall tune his name 

To fofter notes than thefe, 
Young zephyrs breathing o'er the ftreani, 

Or whiipering through the tr€C«. 
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Wave your tall heads, yc lofty pines, 

To him that bid you grow i 
Sweet clutters, bend the fruitful vinet 

On every thankful bough. 

Let the Hirill birds his honour raiie. 

And climb the morning-flcy 5 
While groveling beads attempt his praife 

In hoarfer harmony. 

Thus while the meaner creatures fing. 

Ye mortals^ take the found, 
Echo the glories of your king, • 

Through all the nations round. 

Th' Eternal Name mud fly abroad 

From Britain to Japan j 
And the whole race fliall bow to God, 

That owns the name of man. 

The ATHEIST'S MISTAKE. 

T AUGH, ye prophane, and fwell and burft 
^ With bold impiety : 
Yet (hall ye live for ever cursM, 
And feek in vain to die. 

The gafp of your expiring breath 

Configns your fouls to chains. 
By the laft agonies of death. 

Sent down to fiercer pains. 

F Ye 
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Ye Aand upon a dreadful deep. 

And all beneath is hell : 
Your weighty guilt will fink you deep. 

Where the old ferpent fell. 

When iron flumbersbind your flefh, 
With ttrange furprize you '11 find 

Immortal vigour fpring afrefli, 
And tortures wake the mind ! 

Then you '11 confefs, the frightful names 
Of plagues you fcornM before, 

No more fliall look like idle dreams. 
Like foolifii tales no more. 

Then (hall ye curfe that fatal day, 
(With flames upon your tongues) 

When you exchanged yqur fouls away 
For vanity and fongs. 

Behold the faints rejoice to die, 
For heaven (bines round their heads j 

And angel -guards, preparM to fly, 
Attend their fainting beds. 

Their long'ng fpiiits part, and rife 

To their celeftial feat j 
Above thefe ruinable (kies 

They make their laft retreat. 

Hence, ye prophane, I hate your ways, 

I walk with pious fouls ; 
There 's a wide diH^erence in our race. 

And didant arc our goals. 
7 
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The LAW given at SINAI. 



ARM thee with thunder, heavenly Miife, 
And keep th' expefting world in awe 5 
Oft haft thou fung in gentler mood 
The melting mercies of thy God ; 
Now give thy fierceft fires a loofe, 
And found his dreadful law : 
To Ifrael firft the words were fpoke, 
To Ifrael freed from Egypt's yoke, 
Inhuman bondage ! The hard galling load 
Over-prefsM their feeble fouls, 
Bent their knees to fenfelefs bulls. 
And broke their tics to' God. 

Now had they pafs'd th' Arabian bay, 

And march'd between the cleaving Tea ; 
The rifing waves ftood guardians of their wondrous way. 

But fell with moft impetuous force 
On the purfuing fwarms, 

And buryM Egypt all in arms. 
Blending in watery death the rider and the horfe : 
O'er ftruggling Pharaoh roll'd the mighty tide. 
And fav'd the labours of a pyramid. 

Apis and Ore in vain he cries, 

And ail his horned Gods befide. 

He Ivvallows fate with fvyimming eyes. 

And curs'd the HebrcwB as he dy'd. 

F 2 Ah! 
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Ah ! foolifh Ifrael, to comply 

With Mempbian idolatry ! 
And bow to brutes, (a ftupid flave) 

To idols impotent to fave ! 
Behold thy God, the fovereign of the Iky, 

Has wrought falvation in the deep, 

Has bound thy foes in iron deep. 
And rais*d thine honours high : 

His grace forgives thy follies paft. 

Behold he comes in maje(^y, 

And Sinai^s top proclaims his law : 

Prepare to meet thy God in hafte j 

But keep an awful diftance dill : 

Let Mofes round the facred hill 
The circling limits draw. 

Hark ! The (hrill echoes of the trumpet roar. 
And call the trembling armies near ; 
Slow and unwilling they appear, 
Rails kept them from the mount before. 
Now from the rails their fear : 

'Twas the fame herald, and the trump the fame 
Which fliall be blown by high command. 
Shall bid the wheels of nature ftand. 
And heaven*s eternal will proclaim. 
That time ftiall be no more. 

Thus while the labouring angel fweird the foun* 

And rent the flcies, and (hook the ground. 
Up rofe th' Almighty 5 round bis (sipphire feat 
7 Ad 
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Adoring thrones in order fell ; 
The leflfer powers at diftance dwell, 
And caft their glories down fncceflive at hk feet : 

Gabriel the Great prepares his way, 
" Lift up your heads, Eternal doors," he cries 5 
Th' Eternal 'doors his word obey. 
Open, and fhoot celeftial day 

Upon the lower fkies. 
Heaven's mighty pillars bow'd their head, 
As their Creator bid. 
And down Jehovah rode from the fuperior fphere, 
A thoufand guards btefore, and myriads in the rear. 

His chariot was a pitchy cloud. 

The wheels befet with burning gems 5 

The winds in harnefs with the flames 
Flew o'er th' ethereal road : 

Down through his magazines he paft 

Of hail, and ice, and fleecy fnow. 

Swift roU'd the triumph, and as faft 
Did hail, and ice, in melted rivers flow. 

The day was mingled with tlie night. 
His feet on folid darknefs trod. 

His radiant eyes jwoclaim'd the God, 
And fcatter'd dreadful light ; 
He breath'd, and fulphur ran, a fiery ftream : ^ 
He fpoke, and (though with unknown fpced he came) 
Chid the flow tcmpeft, and the lagging flame. 

Sinai receiv'd his glorious flight. 
With axk red, and glowing wheel, 

F I PId 
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Did the winged chariot light, 
And rifing fmoke obfcurM the burning hill. 
Lo, it mounts in curling waves, 
Lo, the gloomy pride out-braves 
The ftately pyramids of fire : 
The pyramids to heaven afpire, 
And mix with ftars, but fee their gloomy offspring 
So have you feen ungrateful ivy grow 
Round the tall oak that fix fcore years has ftood] 

And proudly (hoot a leaf or two 
Above its kind fupporters utmoft bough, 
And glory there to ftand the loftieft of the woo 

Forbear, young Mufe, forbear J 
The flowery things that poets fay. 
The little arts of Simile 

Are vain and ufelefs here; 
Nor (hall the burning hills of old 

With Sinai be compared, 
Nor all that lying Greece has told. 

Or learned Rome has heard 5 
iCtna (hall be namM no more, 
^tna the torch of Sicily j 
Not half fo high 
Her lightnings fly. 
Not half fo loud her thunders roar 
Crofs the Sicanian fea, to fright th' Italian (hor 
Behold the facred hill t Its trembling fpire 
Quakes at the teiTors of the fire. 
While all below its verdant feet 
Stagger and i*eel under tli* Almighty weight : 

] 
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?refs"d with a greater than feignM Atlas' load 
Deep groan'd the mount ; it never bore 
Infinity before, 
ItbowM, and fliook beneath the burden of a God. 

Frelh horrors feize the camp 5 defpair. 

And dying groans, torment the air. 

And (ill iek.s, and fwoons, and deaths were there 3 
The bellowing thunder, and the lightning's blaze 

Spread through the hoft a wild amaze ; 
Darknefs on every foul, and pale was every face s 

Confused and diimal were the cries. 

Let Moles fpeak, or Ifrael dies i 

Mofes the fpreading terror feels. 

No more the Man of God conceals 
His /hivering and furprize : 

Yet, with recovering mind, commands 
Silence, and deep attention, through the Hebrew bands. 

Hark ! from the centre of the flame. 
All armM and featherM with the fame, 
Majeftic founds break through the fmoaky cloud : 

Sent from the All-creating tongue, 
A flight of cherubs guard the words along. 
And bear their fiery law to the retreating crowd, 

" I am the Lord : 'Tis I proclaim 
" That glorious and that fearful name. 

Thy God and King : *Twas I, that broke 
" Thy bondage, and th"" Egyptian yoke ; 
"Mine is the right to fpeak my will, 
" And thine the duty to fulfil. 

F 4. « Adore 
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** Adoit no God befide Me, to provoke mine e 
^'Nor worfhip Me in fhapes and forms that men 
** With reverenceufe my name, nor turn my word 
** Obferve my fabbath well, nor dare prophane n 
** Honour and due obedience to thy parents giv< 
" Nor fpill the guiltlefs blood, nor let the guilt 
•* Preferye thy body chafte, and flee th* unlawfii 
** Nor Ileal thy neighbour's gold, his' garment, 

** bread ; 
*' Forbear to blaft his name with falfehood, or d( 
<* Nor let thy wilhes loofe upon his large eftate. 

Remember your Creator, &c. Eccle 

/CHILDREN, to your Creator, God, 
^-^ Your early honours pay, 
While vanity and youthful blood 
Would tempt your thoughts aftray. 

The memory of his mighty name. 

Demands your firft regard j 
Nor dare indulge a meaner flame. 

Till you have lov'd the Lord, 

Be wife, and make his favour fure. 

Before the mournful days, 
When youth and mirth are known no more. 

And life and ftrcngth decays. 

-No more the' bleflinga of a feaft 

Shall relifh on the tongue. 
The heavy ear forgets the taftc 
And pleafuxe of a fong^. 
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Old age, with all her difmal train. 

Invades your golden years 
With /ighs and groans, and raging pain, 
And death, that never (pares. 

What will yc do when light departs. 

And leaves your withering eyes. 
Without one beam to chear your hearts^ 

From the fuperior ikies ? 

How will you meet God's frowning brow. 

Or ftand before his feat. 
While nature^s old fupporters bow, 

NcA- bear their tottering weight ? 

Can you expc^l your feeble arms. 

Shall make a ftrong defence, 
When death, with terrible alarms. 

Summons the prifoner hence ? 

The filver bands of nature burft. 

And let the building fall ; 
The fleih goes down to mix with duK, 

Its vile original. 

Laden with guilt, (a heavy load) 

Uncleans'd and unforgrven, 
The foul returns t' an angiy God, 

To be (hut out from ho^ven. 



Sun, 
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Sun, Moon, and Stars, praife ye the L o r d. 

ip AIRE ST of all the lights above, 

'*' Thou fun, whofe beams adorn the fpheres. 

And with unvvcary'd fwiftnefs move. 

To form the circles of our years 5 

Praife the Creator of the fkies, 
That drefsM thine orb in golden rays ; 
Or may the fun forget to rife, 
If he forget his Maker's praife. 

Thou reigning beauty of the night. 
Fair queen of filence, filver moon, 
Whofe gentle beams and borrowed light 
Are fofter rivals of the noon ; 

Arife, and to that Sovereign Power 
Waxing and waning honours pay. 
Who bade thee rule the dulky hour. 
And half fupply the abfent day. 

Ye twinkling ftars, who gild the (kies 
When darknefs has its curtains drawn, 
Who keep your watch, with wakeful eyes. 
When bufmefs, cares, and day, are gone t 

Proclaim the glories of your Lord, 
Difpers'd through all the heavenly ftreet, 
Whofe boundlels treafures can afford 
$0 rich a pavement for his feet. 

Th< 
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Thou heaven of heavens, fupremcly bright. 
Fair palace of the court divine, 
Where, with inimitable light. 
The Godhead condefcends to fhine j 

Praile thou thy great Inhabitant, 
Who fcatters lovely beams of grace 
On every angel, every faint. 
Nor veils the luftie of his face, 

O God of Glory, God of Love, 
Thou art the fun that makes our days: 
With all thy fhining v^orks above. 
Let earth and duft attempt thy praife. 

The welcome MESSENGER. 

T OR D, when we fee a faint of thine 
•*^ Lie gafping out his breath. 
With longing eyes, and looks divine. 
Smiling and pleas'd in death 5 

How we could ev'n contend to lay 

Our limbs upon that bed ! 
We aflc thine envoy to convey 

Our fpiiits in his ftead. 

Our fouls are rlfing on the wing. 

To venture in his place 5 
For when grim death has lod his (ling, 

He has an angePs face. 

Jcfus, 
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Jefus, thc/i, purge my crimes away, 

'Tis guilt creates my fears, 
'Tis guilt gives death its fierce array. 

And all the arms it bears. 

Oh ! if my threatening fins were gone. 

And death had loft his fting, v 
I could invite the angel on. 

And chide his lazy wing. 

Away thefe interpofiiig days. 

And let the lovers meet 5 
The angel has a cold embrace, 

But kind, and foft, and fweet. 

I 'd leap at once my feventy years, 

I M rufh into his arms, 
And lofe ray breath, and all my cares. 

Amid ft tlK)ie heavenly chai*ms. 

Joyful I M lay this body down. 

And leave the lifelefs clay. 
Without a (jgh, without a groan. 

And ftietch and foar away. 

SINCERE PRAISE- 

A LMIGHTY Maker, God! 
"^^ How wondrous is thy name ! 
Thy glories how diffusM abroad 
Through the creation's frame I 

N 



f 

I LTItlC roiM8» BomL 77 

Kitare in crcry drtft 
HSer himible homage paff, 
Aad fM$ a thouliuid wayt t* asfftfii 

Thine uadifiembled praiifc» 

In nadf e wbite and red 
The roft and Itly ftandf 
Aod, fne horn pride^ Mr bcratifi i^nad^ 
To fliew thy flulfol haim. 

The lark motintt upjlit iky* 
With nnambidou^ ^S> 
And heart her Maker's jiraiA on high 
Upon her artleTt tongue. 

My foul would rife and fing 
To her Creator too» 
Fab would my tongue adore my Bling^ 
Aad pay the worihip due. 

Bue pridev that bufy fin» 
Spoilt all that I perform | 
Con^d pride» that creept iecurely imp 
And (wellf a haughty worm. 

Thy gloriet I abate. 
Or praiie thee with defign { 
Some of the favours I forget, 
Orthmfc the merit mine. 

The very fongs I frame 
Arc faithlefs to thy caufe, 
And flea! the honours of thy name 
To build their own applaufe* 

Create 
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Create my foul anew, 
Elfe all my worfliip 's vain ; 
This wretched heart will ne'er be true. 
Until *tis formed agaio, 

Defcend, celcftial fire. 
And fci/e me from above; 
Melt rnc^n flame* of pure defirc, 
A facrifice to love. 

Let joy and wor/hip fpend 
The remn.^nt of my days, 
And to my Gdd, my foul, afcend. 
In fweet perfumes of praife. 

TRUE LEARNING. 

Partly imitated from a French Sonnet of Mr. Poiret* 

TT APPY the feet that ihining Truth has led 

-*• ^ With her Qwn hand to tread the path (he plcaAr, 

To fee her native luftrc round her fpread^ 

Without a veil, without a (hade, 
All beauty, and all light^ as in herfelf fhe is. 

Our fenfcs cheat us with, the prcfling crowds 

Of painted ihapes they thrull upon the mind i 

The truth they Ihew lies wrap'd in fevenfold ihrotids» 

Our fenfes caft a thoufand clouds 
On unenlightened fouls, and leave them doubly blind. 

Ihati 



LYRIC POEMS, Book I. 79 

I hate the duft that fierce diCputers raife. 
And lofe the mind in a wild maze of thought : 
What empty triflings, and what fubtle ways, 

Xo fence and guard by rule and rote I 
Our God will never charge us, That we knew them Not. 

Touch, heavenly Word, O touch thefe curious fouls j 
Since I have heard but one foft hint from Thee, 
From all the vain opinions of the fchools 

(That pngeantry of knowing fools) 
I feel my powers released, and ftand divinely free. 
'Twas this Almighty Word that all things made, 
He grafps whole nature in his fingle hand^ 
AH the eternal truths in him are laid. 

The ground of ail things, and their head, 
The circle where they move, and centre where they ftand. 

Without his aid I have no fure defence, 
From troops of errors that befiege me round 5 
But he that reils his reafon and his fenfe 

Faft here, and never wanders hence, 
Unmoveable he dwells upon unihaken ground. 
Infinite Truth, the life of my dtifires, 
Come from the Iky, and join thyfclf to me ; 
I'm tir'd with hearing, and this reading tires j 

But never tir'd of telling Thee, 
'Tis thy fair face alone my fpirit burns to fee. 
Speak to my foul, alone, no other hand 
Shall mark my path out with delufive art : 
All nature filent in his prefcnce ftand ; 

Creatures, be dumb at his command, 
And leave his fingle voice to whifper to my heart. 

Ketiic, 



Retire, my foul, within thy felf retire. 
Away from fenfe and every outward ftiow : 
Now let my thoughts to loftier themes afpire» 
My knowledge now on wheels of fire 
May mount and fpread above, furveyii^g all below 

The Lord grows lavifli of his heavenly light. 
And pours whole floods on fuch a mind as this i 
Fled from the eyes, fhe gains a piercing fight. 
She dives, into the infinite. 
And fees unutterable things in that unknown abyfs 

TRUE WISDOM. 

TjRonounce him bleft, my Mufe, whom Wifdom g 
* In her own path to her own heavenly feat ; 
Through all the ftorms his foul fecurely glides. 
Nor can the tempefts, nor the tides. 
That rife and roar around, fupplant his fteady feet, 

Earth, you may let your golden arrows fly, 
Ancl feek, in vain, a pafiage to his breaft. 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye. 
He fmiles, and fees them vainly try 
To lui-e his foul afide from her eternal reft. 

Our head-ftrong lufts, like a young fiery horfe. 
Start, and flee raging in a violent courfe 5 
He tames and breaks them, manages and rides tl 
Checks their career, and turns and guides thei 
And \)\d% his reafon bridle their licentious force. 

I 
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rd of himfelfy he rules his wildeft thoughtti 
d boldly wEts what calmly he defign^d, 
lilft he looks down and pities human faults ; 
for can he think, nor can he find 
gue like reigning paflions^ and a Aibje^l mind* 

oh ! *ti8 mighty toil to reach this height, 

vanqui.(h felf is a laborious art ; 

lat manly courage to faftatn the fight 

!*o beai' the noble pain, and part 

thofe dear charming tempters rooted in the heart 1 

{ hard to ftand when all the pailions move, 

d to awake the eye that paflion blinds ; 

rend and tear out this unhappy love, 

"hat clings Co clofe about our minds, 

vhere th* inchanted foul fo fweet a poifon finds. 

d s but it may be done. Come, heavenly fire, 

ae to my breaft, and with one powerful ray 

!t off my lufts, my fetters : I can bear 

L while to be a tenant here, 

)t be chained and pi IfonM in a cage of clay. 

ven is my home, and I muft ufe my wings i 
lime above the globe my flight afpires : 
ive a foul was made to pity kings, v 
ind all their little glittering things; 
a foul was made for infinite defires. 

sM from the earth, my heart is upward flown ; 
:well, my friends, and all that once was mine 3 
G Now, 
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Now, fliould you fix my feet on CaeAir't throne. 
Crown me» and call ^le world my own. 
The gold that binds my browrs could ne^er my foul cor 

I am the Lord's, and Jefus is my lov? j 
He, the dear God, ihall fill ray vafl dcfire. 
My flefh below ; yet I can dwell above. 
And nearer to my Saviour move $ 
There all my foul fliall center, ail my powers confp 

Thus I with angels live; thus half-divine 
I fit on high, nor mind inferior joys : 
Fiird with his love, I feel that God is mine. 
His glory is my great defign, 
That everlafting proje^l all my thoughts employs. 



E 



A SONG to Creating Wisdom, 
PART I. 

TERNAL Wifdom, thee we praife. 



Thee the creation fings : 
With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and feas. 
And heaven's high palace rings. 

Place me on the bright wings of day 

To travel with the fun 5 
With what amaze fhall I furvey 

The wonders thou haft done ! 

Thy hand how wide it fpread the fky ! 

How glorious to behold ? 
Ting'd with a blue of heavenly dye, 
. And ftan'd with fparkling gold. 

4 



LYRIC FOEMs, fiobct l| 

ne thou haft bid the globes of light 
lieir- endlefs circlet run } 
re the pale planet rules the night, 
jid day obeys the Ain. 

PART n. 

rnward I turn my wondering eyet 
n clouds and ftorms below, , 
fe under-regions of the fkieS 
hy numerous gtoriet fbow* 

noify winds (land ready there 

hy orders to obey, 

h founding wings they fweep the air, 

b make thy chariot way. 

re, like a trumpet, loud and ftrong, 
hy thunder (Iiakes our coaft : 
ilc the red lightnings wave along, 
he banners of thine hoil. 

the thin air, without a prop, 
ang fruitful fliowers around : 
hy command they fink, and drop 
heir fatnefs on the ground. 

PART III. 

f lo the earth I bend my fong, 
•nd caft my eyes abroad, 
ncing the British iflesalongj 
Ie(V illes, conf'efs your God. 

G z llQyk 
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How did his wondrous (kill array 

Your fields in charming green i 
A thoufand herbs his art difplay, 

A thoufand flowers between ! 

Tall oaks for future navies grow. 

Fair Albion's beft defence. 
While com and vines rejoice below, 

Thofe luxuries of fenfe. 

The bleating flocks his pafhire feeds : 

And herds of larger^ize. 
That bellow through the Lindian meads. 

His bounteous hand fupplies. 

PART IV. 

We fee the ThaAes carefs the fhores. 

He guides her filver flood : 
While angry Severn fwells and roars. 

Yet hears her ruler God. 

The rolling mountains of the deep 

Obferve his ftrong command $ 
His breath can raife the billows fleep. 

Or fmk them to the fand. 

Amid ft thy watery kingdoms, Lord, 

The finny nations play. 
And fcaly monftcrs, at thy word, 

Ruih through the northern fea. 

4 FAB 
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P A R T V. 
by ebrivi hhtt all n^itum raui}d» 





And ftrike ibt gating figbt^ 

irougb (k'it%t *m{ fcai, and roJid frotuid. 

With terror uotE dcUgUu 

finitf ftfrngfh, ind «j\iftt fltllT, 
Slrint thfovgh rhe wcirldi ;iHrot*f ^ 
ji- f&uli With vi(l itnuEeftivnt HH* 
And rpctk the builder God* 

(t the fwett bcauliei of thy gn^ 
Omt fdfttr piffjon* tnavc j 

WTeJce, adoicy and bvc- 

G 0D'« Abfobtfj Domlnldtu 

ORDj when my tlioughtfitl ibul ftirve^y* 
* Fir^i air> ^nd ciiitli, m\il Haii und fcav 

caJ! them all thy fl:\ve» ; 
nmifllonM by my Fntbtr's will, 
fonB fliall cure, or bnlnit fli^vU kiUj 
■"tr jial Ibn^, or zpphyr'n ba'ath, 
y bum or b! ail the plant* to death A 

!*bat fharp Dcccmbfr fnvei | 
Vhat can winds or planets boaft 
lut a precarious power f 
rfiin it all in darkneCs loft^ 
I (kali be fire, and fire be froftf 
^hea ht appoints the hour. 
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L09 the Norv7cgian$ near the polar (ky 
Chafe their frozen limbs with fnow. 
Their frozen limbs awake and glow. 
The vital flame touch'd >vith a ftrangc ibppljr 

Rekindles, for the; God of life is nigh ; 

He bids the' vital flood in wonted circles flow. 
Cold fteel, exposed to northttn air» 

Drinks the meridian fury of the midnight Bear^ 
And bums th* unwary flranger there. 

Enquire, my foul, of ancient fame. 
Look back two thoufand years, and fee 
Th' Affyrian prince transformM a brute. 
For boafting to be abfolute : 

Once to his court the God of Ifrael came, 
A King more abfolute than he. 
I fee the furnace blaze with rage 
Sevenfold : I fee amidft the flame 
Three Hebrews of immortal name : 

They move, they walk acrofs the burning ftagc 

Unhurt, and fearlefs, while the tyrant ftood 
A ftatue ; fear congealM his bloqd : 
Nor did the raging element dare 
Attempt their garments, or their hair 5 

It knew the Lord of nature there. 

Nature, con^pelPd by a fuperior caujfc. 
Now breaks her own eternal laws. 
Now feems to brcr.k them, nnd obey* 
Her fovereign king in diffcrcni; ways. 
Father, how bright thy glories fliine ! 
How broad thy kingdom, how divined 

Nature, and miracle, an;i fate, and chance, are thli 

He 
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Hence from my heart, ye idols, flee. 

Ye founding names of vanity • 

No more my lips ihall facrifice 

To chance and nature, tales and lies s 
Creatures without a God can yield mt no fuppliei • 

What is the fun, or what the (hade, 

Or frofts, or flames, to kill or fave ? 
His favour is my life, his lips pronounce me dead $ 

And as his awful di6lates bid. 

Earth is my mother, or my grave. 

CONDESCENDING GRACE. 

In Itnitation of the cxivth Pfalm. 

WT HEN the Eternal bows the Ikics, 
^ ^ To vifit earthly things, 
With fcorn divine he turns his eyes 
From towers of haughty kings j 

Rides on a cloud difdainful by 

A Sultan, or a Czar, n 
Laughs at the worms that rife To high. 

Or frowns them from afar j 

He bids his awful chariot roll ^ 

Far downward from the (kles. 
To vifit every humble foul. 

With pleafure in his eyes. 

Why fliould the Lord that reigns above 

Difdain To lofty kings .' 
Say, Lord, and why fuch looks of love 

Upon fuch worthlefs things ? 

G 4. MorU\^» 
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Mortals, be dumb $ what creature dares 

Difpute his awful will ? 
AOl no account of his affairs. 

But trembiey and be f^ill. 

Juft like his nature is his grace. 

All fovereign, and all free 9 
Great God» how fearchlefs are thy ways ! 

How deep thy judgments be ! 

THE INFINITE. 

Q OME feraphy lend your heavenly tongue, 
^ Or harp of golden ftring. 
That I may raife a lofty fong 
To our Eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be ! 

Great Everlafting One ! 
Boundlefs thy might and majefty. 

And unconfittM thy throne. 

Thy glories fiilne of wondrous fize. 

And wondrous large thy grace; 
Immortal day breaks from thine eyes^ 

And Gabriel veile his face. 

Thine efTence is a vail abyfs, 

Which angels cannot found. 
An ocean of infinities 

Where all our thoughts are drownM. 
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The myfteries of creation lie 

Beneath enlightened minds* 
Thoughts can afcend above the iky. 

And fly before the winds. 

Reafon may grafp the malTy hills. 

And ftretch from pole to pole. 
But half thy name our fpirit fills. 

And overloads our foul. 

In vain our haughty reafon fwells. 

For nothing's found in Thee 
But boundlefs unconceivables. 

And vaft eternity. 

CONFESSION AND PARDON. 

ALAS, my aking heart ! 
■^*' Here the keen torment lies ; 
It racks my waking hours with (mart. 
And frights my flumbering eyes. 

Guilt will be hid no more. 
My griefs take vent apace, 
The crimes that blot my conicience o'cc 
Flulh crimfon in my face. 

My forrows, like a flood, 
Impatient of rellraint, 
Into thy bofom, O my God, 
Pour out a long complaint* 



Thlt 
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This impious heart of mine 
Could once defy the Loriy 
Could rufh with violence on to fia. 
In prefence of thy fword. 

How often have I ftood 
A rebel to the fkies. 
The calls, the tenders of a God, 
And mercy *s loud eft cries ! 

He offers all his grace. 
And all his heaven to mc ; 
Offers ! but 'tis to fenfelefs brafs. 
That cannot feel nor fee. 

Jefus the Saviour (lands 
To court me from above. 
And looks and fpreads his wounded hands. 
And (hews the prints of love. 

But I, a ftupid fool. 
How long have I withftood 
The bleflings purchased with his foul. 
And paid for all in blood ! 

The heavenly Dove came down 
And teftder'd me his wings 
To mount me upward to a crown. 
And bright immortal things. 

Lord, I 'm afiiam'd to fay 
That I refusM thy Dove, 
And fent thy Spirit gricv'd away. 
To his own realms of love. 
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Not all thine Jieavenly charms^ 
Nor terrors of thy hand. 
Could force me to lay down my trmt^ 
And bow to thy command. 

Lord, *tis againft thy face 
My fins like arrows rife. 
And yet, and yet (O matchleA grace !) 
Thy thunder filent lies. 

(hall I never feel 
The meltings of thy love ? 
Am I fuch he]l-harden*d fteel 
That mercy cannot move I 

Now for one powerful glance. 
Dear Saviour, from thy face ! 
This rebel- heart no more withftands. 
But finks beneath thy grace. 

O'ercome by dying love I fall, 

Hci-e at thy crofs I lie j 
And throw my flefli, my foul, my all. 

And weep, and love, and die. 
** Rife, fays the Prince of Mercy, rife, 
" With joy and pity in his eyes : 
" Rife, and behold my wounded veins, 
*' Here flows the blood to wafh thy (tains. 
" See my Great Father reconciPd •/' 
He faid. And lo, the Father Ihiii'cl : 
The joyful cherubs clapM their wings. 

And founded grace on all thtir drinks. 

Voung 
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t 
Young Men and Maidens, Old Men and B 
praife ye the Lord, Pfal. cxlviii. 12. 

-OONS of Adam, bold and young, 
*^ In the wild mazes of whofc veins 
A flood of fiery vigour reigns^ 

And weilds your a^ive limbs, with hardy finews i 
Fall proi^rate at th^ eternal throne 
Whence your precarious powers depend 5 

Nor fwell as if your lives were all your own, 
But choofe your Maker for your friend ; 

'His favour is your life, his arm is your fupport. 

His hand can ftretch your days, or cut your minutei 

Virgins, who roll your artful eyes. 

And /hoot deKcious danger thence 3 

Swift the lovely lightning flies, 

And melts our reafon down to fenfe ; 
Boafl not of thofe withering charms 
That mull yield their youthful grace 

To age and wnnkles, earth and worms ^ 
But love the Author of your fmiling face 4 
That heavenly bridegroom claims your blooming I 

O make it your perpetual care 

To pleafe ihat EverlaCling Fair j 
jUis beauties are the fun, and but the fliade is you 

Infants, whofe diflTerent deftinies ' 
Are wove with threads of different ftze j 
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But from the fame fpring-tide of tears, 
Commence your hope$» and joys, and fears, j 
(A tedious train 1) and date your following years i 
Break your firft filence in his praife 

Who wrought your wondrous frame i 
With founds of tendered accent raife 

Young honours to his name ^ 
And confecrate your early days 

To know the Power fuprcrae. 

Ye heads of venerable age, 

Juft marching off the mortal (lage, 

Fathers, whoftt vital threads are fpun 
As long as e'er the glafs of life would run. 

Adore the hand that led your way 
Through flowery fields a fair long fummer's day j 
Gafp out your foul in praifes to the fovereign power 
That fct your Weft fa diftant from your dawning hour. 

Flying Fowl, and Creeping Things, praife ye 
the Lord, Pfal. cxlviiii. ro, 

D WEET flocks, whofe foft enamePd wing 
^ Swift and gently cleaves the iky 9 
Whofe charming notes addrefs the fpring 
With an artlefs harmony. 
Lovely minflrels of the field. 
Who in leafy (hadows fit. 
And your wondrous flruilures build, 
jAwkc your tuneful voices with the dawning light : 

To 
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To nature^s God your furft devotions pay,. 

Ere you falute the rifing day, 
''Tis he calls up the fun, and gives hiin cvtry ray* 

Serpents, who o'er the meadows Aide, 
And wear upon your (hining back 
Numerous ranks of gaudy pride, 
Which thoufand mingling colours make j 
Let the fierce glances of your eyes 
Rebate their baleful fire : 
In harmlefs play twift and unfold 
The volumes of your fcaly gold : 
That rich embroidery of your gay atti-re* 
Proclaims your Maker kind and wiie* 

Infe6ls and mites, of mean degree. 
That fwarm in myriads o'er the land. 
Moulded by Wifdom's artful hand, 
And curl'd and painted with a various die } , 
In your innumerable forms 
Pcaife him that wears th' etberial crown. 
And bend his. lofty counfels down 
To defpicable worms. 

The Comparison and Complaint. 

T N FINITE Power, Eternal Loixl, 
'*' How fovercign is thy hand ! 
All nature rofe t' obey thy word. 
And moves at thy command. 

Wi 
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With (leady courfe thy fliini»g ftia 

Keeps his appointed way | 
And all the hours obedient run 

The circle of the day. 

But ah ! how wide my fpirit iiies. 

And wanders from her God ! 
My foul forgets the heavenly prize. 

And treads the downward -road. 

The raging fire, and ftormy fea. 
Perform thiue awful will> 
And every beaft and every tree. 
Thy graat defigns fbliil : 

While ray wild pafHons rage withlji. 

Nor thy commands obey ; 
And flefh and fepfe, enflavM t&im. 

Draw my bed thoughts> av^y. 

Shall creaturef of a meaner frame 

Pay all their d\ie» to thee 5 
Creatures, that never knew thy name. 

That never lov^d like me ? 

Great God, create my foul anew. 

Conform my heart to thine. 
Melt down my will, and let it flow. 

And take the mould divine. 

Seize my whole frame into thy hand 5 

Here all my powers I bring j 
Manage the wheels by thy command. 

And govern every fpring. 

Then 
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Then (hall my feet no mort depart^ 

Nor wandeiing fenfes rove { 
Devotion (hall be all my heart> 

And all my paflions love. 

Than not the fun (hall more than I 

His Maker^s law perform. 
Nor travel fwifter through the (ky. 

Nor with a zeal To warm. 

GOD Supreme and Self-fufRcient, 

^T 7 HAT is our God, or what his name, 
^ ^ Nor men can learn, nor angels teach : 
He dwells conceaPd in radiant flame. 
Where neither eyes nor thoughts can reach. 

The fpacious worlds of heavenly light, 
ComparM with him, how (hort they fall ^ 
They are too dark, and He too bright. 
Nothing are they, and God is All. 

He fpoke the wondrous word, and lo 
Creation rofe at his command: 
Whirlwinds and Teas their limits know. 
Bound in the hollow of his hand. 

There refts the earth, there roll the fpheres. 
There nature leans, and feels her prop t 
But his own Self-fufiicience bears 
The weight of his own glories up» 
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The tide of creatures ebbs and flows, 
Meafuring their changes by the moon t 
No ebb his Tea of glory knows. 
His age is one eternal noon. 

rhen fly, my fong, an endlefs round. 
The lofty tune let Michael raife j 
All nature dwell upon the found. 
But we can ne*er fulfil the pralfe. 

JESUS the only SAVIOUR. 

A DAM, our father and our head, 
^^ Tranlgreft $ and juftice doomM us dead i 
The fiery law fpeaks all defpair. 
There *s no reprieve, nor pardon there. 

Call a bright council in the (kies ; 
** Seraphs the mighty and the wi(e, 
" Say, what expedient can you give ? 
" That fin be damned, and finners live f 

" Speak, are you ftrong to bear the load, 
" The weighty vengeance of a God ? 

* Which of you loves our wretched race, 

* Or dares to venture in our place ?" 

fn vain we a(k : for all around 

Stands filencc through the heavenly ground : 

There 's not a glorious mind above 

ias half the ftrength, or half the love. 

H But, 
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But, O unutterable grsice i 
Th' Eternal Spn takes Adain^s place : 
Down to our world the Saviour flies. 
Stretches his naked arms, and dies. 

Juftice was pleasM to bruife the God, 
And pay its wrongs with heavenly blood ; 
What unknown racks and pangs he bore I 
Then rofe : The law could aik no. more. 

Amazing work ! look down, ye fkies. 
Wonder and gaze with all your eyes; 
Ye heavenly thrones, ftoopfroni-above, 
And bow to this myfterious love. 

See, how they bend ! Sec, how they look I 
Long they had read th' eternal book. 
And ftudied dark decrees in vain, 
The crofs and Calvary makes them plain. 

Now they are ftruck with; deep amaze, • 
Each with his wings conceals his face : 
Now clap their founding plumes, and cry, 
" The wifdom of a Deity '/' 

Low they adpre th' Incarnate Son, 
And fing tbjp glories he hath won i 
Sing how he broke our iron chains. 
How deep he funk, how high he reigns. 

Triumph and reign^ vi£lorious Lord, 
By all thy flaming hofts ador'd : 
And fay, dear Conqueror, fay, how long, 
Kt§ we flisdl rife to join their fong. 
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Lo, from afar the promisM day 
Shines with a wcU-diftinguifliM ray ; 
But ray wingM paflion hardly bears 
Thefe lengths of flow delaying years. 

Send down a chariot from above, 
With fief y wheels, ^nd pav'd with love ; 
Raife mc beyond th' ethereal blue, . 
To iing and love as angels do. 

LOOKINGUPWARD. 

'T* HE heavens invite mine eye, 
. •■' The ftars falute me round j 
Father, I blufli, I mourn to lie 
Thus groveling on the ground. 

My warmer fpirits move. 
And make attempts to fly j 
I wilh aloud for wings of love 
To raife me fwift and high. 

Beyond thofe cryftal vaults. 
And all their fparkling balls ; 
They 're but the porches to thy courts. 
And paintings on thy walls. 

Vain world, farewell to you j 
Heaven is my native air : 
I bid my friends a ftiort adieu. 
Impatient to be there. 

H z I feel 



S^^^^ 
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I feci my powers releasM 
From their old fleihy clod | 
Fair guardian, bear me up inhaftcy 
And fet me near my God. 

CHRIST Dying, Rifing, and Reignin] 

# 
TT E dies ! the heavenly lover dies 1 
■■^ The tidings ftrike a doleful found 
On my poor beart-fbings i deep he lies 
In the cold caverns of the ground. 

Come, faints, and drop a tear or two. 
On the dear bofom of your God, 
He fhed a thoufand drops for you, 
A thoufand drops of richer blood. 

Here 's love and grief beyond degree. 
The Lord of glory dies for men ! 
But lo, what fudden joys I fee ! 
Jefus the dead revives again. 

The rifing God forfakes the tomb» 
Up to his father'^ court he flies ; 
Cherubic legions guard him home. 
And ihout him welcome to the ikies. 

Break off your tears, ye foints, and teU 
How high our Great Deliverer reigns j 
Sing how he fpoiPd the hofts of hell, 
And led the monftor death in chaint* 



^ 
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Say, live for ever, wondrous King ! 
Bom to redeem, and ftrong to fave ! 
Then afk the monfter. Where *8 his fting ? 
And where 's thy viftory, boafting grave ? 

The god op THUNDER. 

/^ THE immenfe, th' amazing height, 
^^^ The boundlefs grandeur of our God, 
Who treads the worlds beneath his feet. 
And fways the nations with his nod ! 

He fpeaks f and lo, all nature (hakes, 
Heaevn^s everlafting pillars bow ; 
He rends the clouds with hideous cracks. 
And (hoots his fiery arrows through. 

Well, let the nations ftart and fly 
At the blue lightning^s horrid glare, 
Atbeids and emperors (brink and die. 
When flame and noife torment the air. 

Let noife and flame confound the fkies,. 
And drown the fpacious realms below. 
Yet will we (ing the Thunderer's praife,. 
And fend our loud Hofanoas through. 

Ccleftial King, thy blazing power 
Kindles our hearts to flaming joys, 
Wc ftiout to hear thy thunders roa?-. 
And echo to our Father's voice. 

U 3. Tlnn 
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Thus (hall the God our Saviour come^ 
jj^nd lightnings round his chariot play : 
Ye lightnings, fly to make him room. 
Ye glorious ftorms, prepare his way ! 

The day of JUDGMENT. 
An O D E. 
Attempted in Englifh Snpphick. 

T T r HEN the fierce North wind with his airy forces 

^ ^ Rears up the Balticlc to a foanr.ing fury ; 
And the red lightning, with a ftorm of hail comes 

Rufhing amain down. 

How the poor failors ftand amaz'd and tremble ! 
While the hoarfe thunder, like a bloody trumpct> 
Roars a loud onfct to the gaping waters 

Quick to devour them. 

Such fhall the nolfe be, and the wild diforder, 
(If things eternal may be like thefe earthly) 
Such the dire terror when the great Archangel 

Shakes the creatlf n ; 

Tears the ftrong pillars of the vault of heaven, 
Bi*eaks up old marble, the repofe of princes ; 
See the graves open, and the bones arifing, 

Flames all around them. 
Hark, the flirill outcries of tl.c guilty wretches I 
Lively bright horror, and amazing anguifli, 
Stare tlirough their eye-lids, while the living worm lirt 

Gnawing within them. 
Thoughts, 
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ights, like old vtiltwe«,prefy^pon their hcart-ftrings, 
the finart tinges, when the eye beholds tht 
i J udge frowning, aTid*a' flood of vengeance 

Rolling afore him. 

:lefs immortals ! how they fcream and (hivec 
le devils pufli them to the pit wide-yawning 
ous and gloomy to receive them headlong 

Down XM the centre. 

here, my fancy : (all awayi ye horrid 
ful ideas !) come, arifc to Jefiis, 
he fits God-like ! and the Taints around him 

Thron'd, yet adoring ! 

ay I fit there when he comes triumphant, 
ming the nations ! then afcend to glory, 
le our Hofannas all along the paffage 

Shout the Redeemer. 

The SONG of A N G E L S above. 

ARTH has detain'd me prifoner long, 
' And I 'm grown weary now : 
r heart, ray hand, ray car, my tongue. 
There *s nothing here for you. 

•'d in my thoughts, I ftretch me down, 
f\.Dd upward glance mine eyes, 
ward (my Father) to thy throne, 
^d io my native (kies. 

H 4 There 
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There the dear Man my Savi<mr iite> 
The God, how bright he ihinei ! 

And fcaiters infinite delights 
On all the happy mind8« 

Seraphs with elevated toins 

Circle the throne arqiind» . 
And move and charm the. ftarry plaint 

With aa iromprtal found. 

Jefus the Lord their harps. eii|pIoy.ii^ 

Jefus my love they fing, 
Jefus the name of both our joys 

Sounds fweet from every ftring. 

Hark, how beyond the narrow boundf 

Of time and fpace they run* 
And fpeak in moft majellic founds. 

The gedhead of the Son. 

How on the Father's brcaft he lay. 

The darling of his foul. 
Infinite years before the day 

Or heavens began to roll. 

And now they fmk the lofty tone> 

And gentler notes they play. 
And bring th' Eternal Godhead down 

To dwell in humble clay, 

O facred beauties of the Man ! 

(The God refides within) 
His flefh all pure, without a ftainf 

Hn foul without a fln«. 
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Then, how he looked, and Kow ke fmird^ 

What wondrous things he faid t • 

Sweet cheruhty ftay, dwell here a while* 
And tell what Jefus did. 

At his command the blind Awake, 

And feel the gladfome rays ; 
He bids the dumb attempt to fpeak. 

They try thcfir tongues in praife. 

He ihed a thoufand blelTings round 

Where'er he turn'd his eye ; 
He fpoke, and at the fovereign found 

The heIH(h legions fly. 

Thus while with unambitious ftrife 

Th* ethereal minftrels rove 
Through all the labours of his Iife» 

And wonders of his love, 

Id the full choir a broken firing 

Groans with a ftrange furprizej 
The reft in filence mourn their king. 

That bleeds, and loves, and dies. 

Seraph and faint, with drooping wings, 

Ceafe their harmonious breath ; 
No blooming trees, nor bubbling fprings 

While Jefus fleeps in death. 

Then all at once to living ftrains 

They fummon every chord. 

Break up the tomb, and burft his chains, 

And ihew their rifing Lord^ 

Around 
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Around the flaming army throngs 

To guard him to the (kits, 
With loud Hofannas on their tongues. 

And ti'iumph in their eyes. 

In awful ftate the conquering God 

Afcends his fhining throne, 
While tuneful angels found abroad 

The viftories he has won. 

Now let me rife, and join their fong, 

And be an angel too ; 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue, 

Here 's joyful work for you. 

I would begin the mufic here. 

And fo my foul fhould rife : 
Oh ! for fome heavenly notes to bear 

My fpirit to the Ikies ! 

There, ye that love my Saviour, fit. 
There I would fain have place, 

Amongft your thrones, or at your feet. 
So I might fee his face. 

I am confinM to earth no more, 

But mouot io hafVe above. 
To blefs the God that I adore. 

And fing the Man I love. 
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Fire, Air^^ Earth, and Sea, praife ye the Lo R d. 

"T* ARTH, thou great footftool of our God 
*-' Who reigns on high ; thou fruitful fource 
Of til our raiment, life and food ; 
Our houfe, our parent, and our nurfe 5 

Mighty ftage of mortal fcenes, 

Dreft with ftrong and gay machines, 

Hung with golden lamps around 
(And flowery carpets fpread the ground) j 
Thou bulky globe, prodigious mafs. 
That hangs unpillarM in an empty fpace ! 
While thy unweildy weight refts on the feeble air, 
Blcfs that Almighty Word that fixM and holds thee there. 

Fire, thou fwift herald of his face, 

Whofe glorious rage, at his command. 

Levels a palace with the fand, 
Blending the lofty fpires in ruin with the bafe : 

Ye heavenly flames, that finge the air. 

Artillery of a jealous God, 
Bright arrows that his founding quivers bear 

To fcatter deaths abroad ; 
Lightnings, adore the fovereign arm that flings 
Uis vengeance, and your flres, upon the heads of kings. 

Thou vital element, the Air, 
Whofe boundlefs magazines of breath 
Our fainting flame of life repair. 
And fave the bubble Man from the cold arms of death t 
7 And 
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And ye, whofe vital moifture yields 

Life's purple ftreaiA a frefti Aipply j 
Sweet Waters, wandering through the flowery fici 

Or dropping from the (ky } 
Confefs the Power whofe all-fufiicient name 
Nor needs your aid to btiild, or to fupport our frai 

Now the rude air, with noify force. 

Beats up and fwells the angry fea. 

They join to make our lives a prey. 

And fweep the failors hopes away. 
Vain hopes, to reach their kindred on the fliores ! 

Lo, the wild feas and furging waves 

Gape hideous in a thoufand graves : 
Be ftill, ye floods, and know your bounds of fand, 

Ye ftorms, adore your Mafter's hand : 
The winds are in his fift, the waves at his command 

From the eternal emptinefs 
His fiuitful word by fecret fprings 
Drew the whole harmony of things 
That form this noble univerfc : 
Old Nothing knew his powerful hand. 
Scarce had he fpoke his full command, 
Pire, Air, and Earth, and Sea, heard the creating 
And leap'd from empty nothing to this beauteous 

And ftill they dance, and ftill obey 
The orders they rcceivM the great creation- day. 
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THE FAREWELL. 

IAD be my hcan to all below, 
To morUl joy* mid mortal Ufei} 
if^ial blifa that chsrtti» ^« ib 
k, my eyt3, and dcat> my tar*. 

' renotjuct iiiy carnal taftc 
f fair firuit that finni?rfi |inie a 
paradifc (hall n«vcr wmftc 
toaght of fijmc, but to dcfpUc* 
jtlily ioy* are ovcr-wetghM 
mouTitaJirE of v«jc»tidii« c«f«{ 
whpr^ '« the fweet rhat i» not lij^ 
t to fotnc deftiiiflivc tnirc I 

!ie for ever* mort*! iKttig* 1 
mighty mole-hiU canh» farewell! 
If afpire <jii lofty «?jngs> 
Ikivc tlie globe for ants t^ d^cl!< 
■, heaven, and ftll my vaft dcfurci, 
aul puffuea the fovcrcign good £ 
fas all made of heavenly fircs^ 
an flie live on meaner food* 

GOP only known to Himie!f« 

'- • ■ .',*'* 

AND, and adore ! bow glorious He 
That dwells n' right eternity 1 
;aze, and we confound our fight 
{^d HL th* i^yU of daciUng light* 

Thou 
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Thou facred One, Almighty Three, 
Great Everlafting Myfter>', 
What lofty numbers fhall we frame 
Equal to thy tremendous name ? 

Seraphs, the neareft to the throne. 
Begin, and fpeak the Great Unknown : 
Attempt the fong, wind up your (Irings, 
To notes untry'd, and boundlefs things. 

You, whofe capacious powers furvcy 
Largely beyond our eyes of clay ; 
Yet what a narrow portion too 
Is feen, or known, or thought, by you ! 

How flat your higheft jsraifes fall 
Below th' immenfe Original ! 
Weak creatures we, that ftrivc in vain 
To reach an uncreated ftrain ! 

Great God, forgive our feeble lays> 
Sound out thine own eternal praife ; 
A fong fo vaft,- a theme fo high, 
Calls for the voice that tun'd the fky. 

Pardon and Sanctificatio 

MY crimes awake ; and hideous fear 
Diftra^Vs my reftlefs mind. 
Guilt meets my eyes with horrid glare, 
And hell purfues behind, 

A 



eance fnywnt on high, 

urrajT the throne I 

raarmnn rdtiiaid'thf (ky^ 

be gone* , ^ ■ * ■ ', ■ . ' 

lidethisiMsiontlieftdi' '•' ' 

mpiintiint ikv^f 

me in the (bade ' 
and the grave f .,.-<. 
ter from the eye . , . ' 
og God ? , : ; . 

ear woundt I fly, , r 
ith thy. blood. 

I drops my foul fccure^ 
vay my fin ; 
frowns no more, 
nee {miles within. 

adrous purple ftream 
s every ftain ; 
but half redeemed, 
ant reign. 

empire with thy breath, 
throne muft fall j 
agues, that work my deaths 
ate you all. 
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S o V s R E 1 c N T Y and G r a c 

'Tp H E Lord ! how fearful is his name ! 
■*' How wide 'ia Ms command ! 
Nature, with all her moving frame. 
Reds on his mighty hand. 

Immortal glor/Torms his throne. 

And light his awful robe j 
Whilft with a fmile, or with a frown. 

He manages the glebe, 

A word of his Almighty breath 

Can fwell or fink the feas ; 
Build the vaft empires of the earth. 

Or break them as he pleafe. 

Adoring angels round him fall 

In all their (hining forms, 
His fovereign eye looks through them all. 

And pities mortal worms. 

His bowels, to our worthlefs race. 

In fwreet compaflion move $ 
He cloathes his looks with fofteft grace. 

And takes his title, Love. 

Now let the Lord for ever reign, 

And fway us as he will. 
Sick, or in health, in eafe, or pain^ 

W« are his favourites dill. 
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lall peevifh paiTion rife, 
rue no more complain ; 
ign love that lends our joys, 
e refumet again. 

: LAW and GOSPEL, 

ST be the man, for ever curft. 
That doth one wilful fm commit ; 
id damnation for the firfl, 
relief and infinite." 

i roars ; and round the earth 
and fire, and vengeance flings ; 
, thy dear gafping breath, 
iry, fay gentler things. 

and grace, and boundlefs love, 
)g along a Saviour's blood, 
', and joys, and crowns above, 
rchasM by a bleeding God.'* 

V ho prays, (rhe charming found 

his dying lips) ** Forgive !'* 

groan, and gaping wound, 
'aiher, let the rebels llvc^'* 

lint reft upon the law, 
ap'i i'ctk falvati )n rhi-re, 
■ J '^.'^n^es that Mofcs faw, 
!:, iir.J trcinM", and dclpuir. 

I Bur 
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But I'll retire beneath the crofs : 
Saviour^ at thy dear feet I lie ; 
And the keen fword that juftice draws^ 
Flaming and red> ihall pafs me by. 

Seeking a divine Calm in a reillefs \' 

<* O Mens, quae ftabili fata Regis vice, & 
Cafimire, Book III. ( 

T^ TERNAL mind, who ruPft the fates 
-*^ Of dying realms, and rifing dates. 

With one unchangM decree 5 
While we admire thy vaft affairs. 
Say, can our little trifling cares 

Afford a fmile to thee ? 

Thou fcattereft honours, crowns, and gold 3 
We fly to feize, ami fight to hold 

The bubbles and the oar : 
So emmets ftruggle for a grain ; 
So boys their petty wars maintain 

For ihells upon the fhore. 

Here a vain man his fceptre breaks. 
The next a broken fceptre takes. 

And warriors win and lofe ; 
This rolling world will never (land, 
Pluntler'd and fnatch'd from hand tp hand. 

As power decays or grows. 
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th *s but an atom : Greedy fwords 
ve it amongft a thoufand lords, 
Lnd yet they can't agree s 
greedy fwords ftill fight and flay, 
in be poor $ but, Lord, I pray 
To fit and finlle with thee. 

HAPPY FRAILTY. 

TT O W meanly dwells th' immortal mind f 
■'■"■•" How vile thefe bodies are I 
Why was a clod of earth defign'd 
" T' enclofe a heavenly ftar f 

'Weak cottage where our fouls refide ! 

"This flefh a tottering wall j 
*With frightful breaches gaping wide 

"The building bends to fall. 

"All round it ftorms of trouble blow, 

" And waves of forrow roll j 
''Cold waves and winter ftorms beat through^ 

"And pain the tenant-foul. 

* Alas ! how frail our ftate 1" faid 1 1 
, And thus went mourning on, 
Tillfudden from the cleaving iky 
i A gleam of glory (hone. 

*yfoul all felt the glory come, 

And breathed her native air j 
•m Ihe remembered heaven her home,, 

And (he a prifoner here. 

I z Straight 
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Straight ihe began to change her key, 

And joyful in her pains, 
She fung the frailty of her clay 

In pleafurable ftrains. 

*' How weak the prifon is where I dwell ! 

** Flefli but a tottering wall, 
'* The breaches chearfuUy foretel, 

" The hoUfe mull fhortly fall. 

** No more, my friends, fhall I complain, 
" Though all my heart-ftrings akc ; 

** Welcome difeafe, and every pain, 
** That makes the cottage Hiake. 

** Now let the temped blow all round, 

" Now fwell the furges high, 
** And beat this houfe of bondage down, 

" To let the llranger fly. 

** I have a manfion built above 

" By the Eternal Hand ; 
** And Jhould the earth's old bafis move, 

** My heavenly houfe muft ftand. 

*< Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns, 

" (I long to fee the God) 
** And his immortal ftrength fuftains 

" The courts that coft him blood." 

Hark, from on high my Saviour calls : 

** I come, my Lord, my Love :" 
;Devotion breaks the prifon-walls, 

And fpecds my laft remove. 

2 X A U 
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INCHING into Eternity. 

3 a brave attempt ! adventurous He, 
in the firft (hip broke the unknown lea : 
iving his dear native (hores behind, 
his life to the licentious wind, 
furging brine i the tempeft raves : 
pine-plank rides acrofs the waves, 
; on the edge of thoufand gaping graves : 
. the winged boat, and fhifts the fails, 
s the flood, and manages the gales. 

s the foul that leaves this mortal land 
when the great mafter gives command. 

the ftorm : She fmiles to hear it roar, 
s the tempeft waft her from the (hore t 
ith a fkifful helm (he fweeps the feas, 
nages the raging ftorm with eafe j 
th can govern death) (be fpreads her wings 

the wind, and as flie fails Hie fings, 
;s by degrees the fight of mortal things, 
hores lefien, fo her joys arife, 
res roll gentler, and the tempeft dies, 
I eternity fills all her fight, 
son the broad deep with infinite delight, 
J for ever calm, the Ikies for ever bright. 
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A Profpe£l of the Resurrecti 

TT O W long ihall death the tyrant reign 
■■" "*" And triumph o'er the jufl-, 
While the rich blood of martyrs flain 
Lies mingled with the dud? 

When fhall the tedious night be gone ? 

When will our Lord appear ? 
"Our fond defires would pray him down. 

Our love embrace him here. 

Let faith arife, and climb the hills« 

And from afar defcry 
How diftant ai'e his chariot-wheels. 

And tell how fail they fly. 

Lo, I behold the fcattering (hades. 

The dawn of heaven appears, 
The fweet immortal morning fpreads 

Its blufhes round the fpheres. 

I fee the Lord of glory come. 

And flaming guards around : 
The Ikies divide, to make him room. 

The trumpet (hakes the ground. 

I hear the voice, " Ye dead, arife !" 

And lo, the graves obey. 
And waking faints with joyful eyes 

Salute th* expelled day. 
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They leave the duft, and on the wing 

Rife to the middle air. 
In Ihining garments meet their King> 

And low adore him there. 

'O may my humble fpirit ftand 

Amongft them cloth'd in white ! 
The meaneft place at his right hand 

Is infinite delight. 

How will our joy and wonder rife. 

When our returning King 
Shall bear us homeward through the fkies 

On love's triumphant wing ! 

Ad Dominum nodrum k Servatorem 
JESUM CHRISTUM. 

O D A. 

'T^E, grande humen, corporis incola, 
•* Te, magna magni progenies patris^, 
Nomen verendum noftri Jefu 
Vox, citharae, calami fonabunt, 

Aptentur aura grandifonje fides, 
Chrifti triumphos incipe barbile, 
Fraftofque terrores Averni, 
Vi^um Erebum, domi tarn que mortem. 
Iramenfa vaftos faecula circulos 
Volvere, blando dnm Patris in finu 
Toto fruebatur Jehovah 
Gaudia milk bibens Jefus $ 
•- . ' I 4 Dom): 
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Donee fuperno vidit ab aethere 
Adam cadentcm, tartara hiantia, 
Unaque meigendos ruina 
He'Ji nimiuii' 'nireros nepotcs : 

Vid'It minaces vindicis angcli 
jignes & enfem, tdlaque fanguinc 
Tingenda noftro, dum raplnae 
Spe fremuere Erebaea monftra. 

Comraota facras vifcera protinus 
Senfere flammasy omnipotens furor 
Ebullit, Immenfique Amoris 
^thereum calet Igne Pectus. 

«' Non tota prorfus Gens Hominum dabit 
" HoftI ti'iumphos : Quid patris & labor 
** Dulcifque imago ? num peribunt 
*• Funditus ? O prius aftra caecis. 

** Mergantur undis, & redeat chaos : 
" Aut ipfe difperdam Satanae dolos, 
•* Aut ipfe difperdar, & ifti 

** Sceptra dabo moderanda dextrK* 

** Teftor paternum numen, & hoc caput 
** -r^quale teftor," dixit ; & aetheris 
Inclinat ingens culmen, alto 
Defiliitque ruens Olympo. 

Mortale corpus impiger induit 
Artufqiie noftrof, heu tenues nimis 
Nimifque vilcs ! Vindiciquc 
Corda dedic fodienda ferro» 

Vitan 
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Vitamque mjorti 5 Proh dolor ! O graves 
Tonandis irae ! O Lex fatis afpera I 
Mcrcefque pcccati fcvera 
Adamici, vetitique fru6lus. 

Non poena lenis ! Quo mis impotens ! 
Quo Mufa ! largas fundere lacryaiasj. 
Buftique divini triumphos 
Sacrilego temerare fletu ? 

Sepone queftus, laeta Deum cane 
Majore chorda. PfaJle fonorius 
Ut ferreas mortis cavern as 
£t rigidam penetravit aulam.. 

Senfere Numen Regna ftralia, 
Mugit barathrum^ contremuit chaoSy. 
Dinim fremebat Rex Gehennae, 
Perque fuum tremebundus orcum. 

Late refugit. " Nil agis impie, 
*f Mergat vel imis te Phlegethon vadi*, 
** Hoc findet undas fulmen," inquit, 
£t patrios jaculatus ignes. 

Trajecit hoi^em. Nigra filentia 
Umbrseque flammas aethereas pavent 
Dudum perofae, ex quo corufco 
Praecipites cecidere coelo. 

Imraane rugit jam tonitru ; fragor 
Late ruinam mandat : ab infimis 
Leftaeque defignata genti 
Tartara disjiciuntur antris. 

HciC 
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Heic ftrata (>aflim vincula, & heic jacent 
Unci crucnti, tormina nicntium 
• Invlfa 5 ploratuque vafto 

Spicula mors fibi adempta plangit* 

En, \it refurgit vi6^or ab ultimo 
Ditis profunda, curribu« aureis 
Aftri6la raptans monftra no^lis 
Perdomitumque Erebi tyrannum« 

<}uanta angelorum gaudia jubilant 
Victor paternum dum repetit p«)um ? 
£n qualis ardet, dum beati 
Limina fcaadit ovans Olympi ! 

lo triumphe ple£lra feraphica, 
lo triumphe Grex Hominum fonet, 
Dum laeta quaquaverfus ambos 
Aftra repercatiunt triumphos. 

SUI-IPSIUS INCREPATIO. 

EPIGRAMMA. 

I^ORPORE cur haercs, Wattfi ? curincola tferraB? 
^-^ Quid cupis indignuro, mens habitare lutum ? 
Tc caro millc mails premit ; hinc juvenes gravat aituft 

Languor, & hinc vegttus crimina fanguis alit. 
Cura, amor, ira, dolor mentcm male diilrahit j aucep^ 

Undique adeft Satanas rctia facva ftruens. 
Sufpice ut xthercum fignant tibi nutibus aftra 

Tramitem, & aula vocat paru Cruore JDci. 
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Te manet Uriel dux ; & tihi fubjicit alas 

Steliatas Seraphin officiofa cohors. 
i fuperum chorus optat amans, te invitat Jefus^ 

*• Hue ades & noftro tempora conde finu/* 
^ere amat ille latum quein nee dolor aut Satan arcet 

Inde, nee alliciunt Angelus> Aftra, Deus. 



Excitatio Cordis Cselum verfas. 



,6944 



[T EU quot secla tcris careerc corporis, 
^ -*• Wattfi ? quid refugis limcn & cxitum ? 
^ec mens aethereura culmen> & atria 

Magni patris anhelitat ? 

^orpas vile creat mille moleftias, 
Circum corda volant & dolor, k metus, 
Peccatumque mails durius omnibus 

Cxcas infidias (bruit* 

Non boc grata tibi gaudia de folo 
Surgnnt : Chriftus abeft, deliciae tu«, 
Longe Chrifius abeft, inter & Sngelos 

£t pi6^a aftra perambulans* 
• Cocli fumma petas, nee jaculabitur. 
Iraconda tonans fulmina : Te Deus 
Hortatur 5 Vacuum tcnde per Aera 

Pennas nunc homini datas* 

Breath- 

• Vide Horat. Lib. I. Od. ^. 
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Breathing toward the Heavenly Country^ 
Cafimire, Book I. Od. 19. imitated. 
" Urit me Patriae Decor, &c." 

^^jT^ HE beauty of my native land 
**• Immortal love infpires ; 
I bum, I bum with ftrong defires, 
And (igh, and wait the high command* 
There glides the moon her fliining way. 
And (hoots my heart through with a filver ray. 
Upward my heart afpires : 
A thoufand lamps of golden light 
Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my fight. 
And wink and beckon with their amorous fires. 
O ye fair glories of my heavenly home. 

Bright centinels who guard my Father's court,. 
Where all the happy minds refort. 
When will my Father's chariot come f 
Muft ye for ever walk th' ethereal round, 
- ' For ever fee the mourner lie 
An exile of the Iky, 
A prifoner of the ground ? 
Defcend fome (hining fervants from on high. 
Build me a hady tomb ; 
A grafly turf will raife my head 5 
The neighbouring lilies drefs my bed i 
And ihed a fweet perfume* 
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"Here I put off the chains of death. 

My foul too long has v/orn ; 
Friends, J forbid one groaning breath. 

Or tear to wet my urn ; 
Raphael, behold me all undreft. 
Here gently lay this fle(h to reft ; 
Then mount, and lead the path unknown. 
Swift I purfue thee, flaming guide, on pinions of my own» 

The Hundredth Epigram of Cassimire, 

<0n Saint Ardalio, who from a Stage-Player be- 
came a Chriflian, and fafFered Martyrdom. 

« 

A RDALIO jeers, and in his comic .ftrains 
The myfteries of our bleeding God profanes. 
While his loud laughter Ihakes the painted fcenes. 
Heaven heard, and ftrait around the fmoaking throne 
The kindling lightning in thick flafhes fhone. 
And vengeful thunder murmur'd to be gone. 

Mercy ftood near, and with a fmiling l)row 
CalmM the loud thunder 5 " There 's no need of you ; 
" Grace (hall defcend, and the weak man fubdue.'* 
Grace leaves the ikies, and he the ftage forfakes. 
He bows his head down to the martyring ax, 
And as he bows, this gentle farewell fpeaks ; 

*' So goes the comedy of life away ; 

** Vain earth, adieu ; Heaven will applaud to-day ^ 

** Strike, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play."^ 

When 
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When the Proteftant Church at Montpelier was 
demolilhed by the French Kind's Order, the 
Proteftants laid Stones up in their Burying- 
place^ whereon a Jefait made a Latin Epigram. 

Engliihed thus: 

A Hug'not church, once at Montpelier built, 
•^^ Stood and proclaimM their madnefs and theirguilt j 
Too long it ftood beneath heaven's angry frown. 
Worthy when riiing to be thundcrM down. 
Lewis, at laft, th* avenger of the (kics, 
Commands, and level with the ground it lies : 
The ftones difpers'd, their wretched offspring com^ 
Gather, and heap them on their father^s tomb. 
Thus the cursM houfe falls on the builder's head 
And though beneath the ground their bones are laid. 
Yet the juft vengeance ftill purfues the guilty dead. . 

The Anfwer by a French Proteftant. 

Englilhed thus: 

A Chrillian church once at Montpelier (lood» 
•*^ And nobly fpoke the builder's zeal for God, 
It ftood the envy of the fierce dragoon> 
But not defervM to be deftroy'd fo foon i 
Yet Lf wis, the wild tyrant of the age. 
Tears down the walls^ a vl^iim to his rage. 

Young 
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^oung faithful hands pile up the facred (lones 
Dear monument !). o'er their dead fathers' bones 5 
The ftones (hall move when the dead fathers rife, 
tart up before the pale deftroyer*s eyes, 
bid teftify his madnefs to th' avenging ikies. 



I 



Two happy Rivals, Devotion and the Mufe. 

[T 7ILD a$ the lightning, various as the moon, 
^ ^ Roves my Pindaric fong : 

Here (he glows like burning noon 

In fierceft flames, and here flie plays 
rentle as ftar-beams on the midnight feas ; 

Now in a fmiling angel's form. 

Anon ihe rides upon the dorm, 
4>ud as the noify thunder, as a deluge ftrong. 
Are my thoughts and wifhes free. 

And know no number nor degree ? 

Such is the Mufe : Lo Ihe dildains 

The links and chains, 
Meafures and rules of vulgar drains, [reigns,, 

nd o'er the laws of harmony a Sovereign Queen flic 

If flie roves 

By ftreams or groves 

Tuning her pleafures or her pains, 

My paffion keeps her ftill in fight. 

My paflTion holds an equal flight 

Through love's, or nature's wide campaigns. 

If 
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If with bold att^empt (he iings 
Of the biggeft mortal things. 
Tottering thrones and nations (lain j * 
Or breaks the fleets of warring kings, 
While thunders roar 
From (here to fliore. 
My foul fits fa ft upon her wings, 
And fvveeps the crimfon fiirge, or fcours the purpl 
Still I attend her as (lie flies. 
Round the broad globe, and all beneath the (kl 

But. when from the meridian ftar 

Long ftreaJcs of glory fhinc, 
And heaven invites her from afar. 
She takes the hint, flie knows the fign. 
The Mufe afcends her heavenly carr. 
And climbs the fteepy path and means the throne 
Then flie leaves ray fluttering mind 
CloggM with clay, and unrefin'd. 
Lengths of diftance far behind : 
Virtue lags with heavy wheel ; 
Faith has wings, but cannot rife, 

*Caiino| rife, Swift and high 

As the winged numbers fly. 
And faint devotion panting lies 
Half way th' ethereal hill. 

O why is piety fo weak, 

And yet the Mufe fo ftrong ? 
When ihall thefe hateful fetters break 

That have coiifin'J mc long ? 
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Inward a glowing heat I feel, 

A fpark of heavenly day j 
But earthly vapours damp my zeal, 
And heavy flefh drags me the downward way". 

Paint are the efforts of my will, 
And mortal paiHon charms my foul aftray. 
Shine, thou fweet hour of dear releafe. 
Shine, from the fky, 
And call me high 
To mingle with the choirs of glory and of blifs. 
Devotion there begins the flight. 
Awakes the fong, and guides the way ; 
There love and zeal divine and bright 
Trace out new regions in the world of light. 
And fcarce the boldeft Mufe can follow or obey* 

I *na in a dream, and Fancy reigns. 
She fpreads her gay delufive fcer*es $ 

Or is the vifion true ? 
Behold Religion on her throne. 
In awful ftate defcending down. [view. 

And her dominions vaft and bright within my fpacious 
She fmiles, and with a courteous hand 
She beckons roe away ; 
I feel mine airy powers loofe from the cumbrous clay, 
And with a joyful hade obey 
Religion^s high command. 
What lengths and heights and depths unknown 1 
Broad fields with blooming glory fown, 

K And 
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And feas, and fkles, and ftars her own. 

In an unmeafur'd fphcre ! 
What heavens of joy, and light fercnc. 
Which nor the rolling fun has feen, 
Where nor the roving Mufe has been 

That greater traveller ! 

A long farewell to all below. 
Farewell to all that fenfe can (tiow, 
To golden fcencs, and flowery fields, 
To all the worlds that fancy builds. 

And all that Poets know. 
Now the fwift tranfports of the mind 

Leave the fluttering Mufe behind, [ 

A thoufand loofe Pindaric plumes fly fcattering do' 
Amongft the clouds I lofe my breath. 

The rapture grows too ftrong : 
The feeble powers that nature gave 
Faint and drop downward to the grave ; 
Receive their fall, thou treafurer of death; 

I will no more demand my tongue. 
Till the grofs organ well refin'd 
Can trace the bound lefs flights of an unfettered 

And raife an equal fon^. 
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The following Poems of this Book are peculiarly 
dedicated to Divine Love*. 
The Hazard of loving the Creatures. 
XTTHERE-E'ER my flattcrinir paflions rove, 
^^ I find a lurking fnare ; 
'Tis dangerous to let loofe our Ipvc 
' Beneath th' Eternal Fair. 
Souls whom the tie of friendfliip binds. 

And partners of our blood, 
Seize a large portion of our minds, 
And leave the lefs for God. 

Nature has foft but powerful bands, 

And rcafon /he controls j 
While children with their little hands 

Hang clofeft to our fouls. 

Thoughtlefs they a6l tV old ferpent's p?.rt % 

What tempting things they be 1 
Lord, how they twine about our heart, 

And draw it off from thee ! 

Ourhafty wills ruHi blindly on 

Where rifing p.^.iHon rolls, 
And thus we make our fetters ftrong 

To bind our flavifh fouls. 

* Different ages have their different airs and fufliions 
of writing. It was much more the falhion of tlie ar/j, 
when thefe poems were written, to treat of divine iul>- 
jc6ls in the ftyle of Solomon's Song than it is at this 
day, which will afford fome apology for the writer, in 
his younger yeais. 

K 2 Dear 



Dear Sovereign^ break theic betters offf 

And fet our fpirits free ♦. : 
God in hinifelf is biifs enough. 

For we have all in Thee. 

Defiring to love CHRIST. 

/^ OME, let me love : or is thy mind 
^^ Harden M to ftone, or froze to ice ? 
I fee the blefled Fair-one bend 
And ftoop t' embrace me from the fkies ! 

! 'lis a thought would melt a reck, 
Ajiid make a heart of iron niove, 

That thofe Tweet lips, that heavenly look. 
Should feek and wifh a mortal lovef 

1 was a traitor doom'd to fire. 

Bound to fuftain eternal pains $ . , 

He flew on wings of ftrong deiire, 
Afluni'd my guilt, and took my chains. 

Infinite grace! Almighty charms ! ,. 
Stand in amaze, ye whirling ikiea ! 
Jeius the God, with naked arms, 
Hangs on a Crofs of Love, and dies. • 

Did pity ever ftoop fo low, 
DrefsM in divinity and blood ? 
Was ever rebel^ourted fo 
la groans of an expiring God } 
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Again he lives $ and fpredds hrs hands. 
Hands that were naii'd to torturing fmart ; 
By thefe dear wounds, fays he ; and ftandt 
And prays to clafp me to his heart. 

Sure I muft love ; or are my ears 
Still deaf, nor will my pafKon move i 
Then let me melt this heart to tears ; 
This heart fhall yield to death or love. 

The HEART given away. 

TF there are paflions in my foul, 
'■' (And paflions fure they he) 
Now they ai*e all at thy control. 
My Jefus, all for Thee. 

If love, that pleafing power, can reft 

In hearts fo hard as mine, 
Come, gentle Saviour, to my breaft. 

For all my love is thine. 

I^t the gay world, with treacherous art 

Allure my eyes in vain : 
I have convcy'd away my heart. 

Ne'er to return again. 

I feel my warmeft paflions dead 

To all that earth can boaft j 
This foul of miine was never made 

For vanity and duft. 

,"^ K 3 Now 
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Now I can {\% my thoughts abov^f 
Ainidit their fiatteiing chaitns, 

Till the dfear Lord that hath my love 
Shall call me to his arms. 

So Gabriel, at his Kinsj's command. 
From yon celeftial hill, 
. Walks downward to our worthlels land, 
His foul points upward ftUl. 

He glides along my mortal things, 

Without a thought of love. 
Fulfils his talk, and fpreads his wings 
To reach the realms above. 



Meditation in a Grove 

O WEET Mufc, defceiid and blefs the fliadi 
^^ And blefs the evening grove ; 
Bufmefs, and noife, and day, are fled. 
And every care, but love. 

But hence, ye wanton young and fair. 

Mine is a purer flame ; 
No Phyllis fliall infea the air, 

With her unhallow'd name. 

JcTus has all my powers pcffeft, 

My hopes, my fears, my joy* ; 
He, the dear Sovereign of my breaft. 

Shall flill command my voice. 
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Some of the faircft choirs abo?e 

Shall flock around my fong, 
With joy to hear the name tliey love 

Sound from a nK>rtai tongue. 

His charms fhall mnkc my numbers floWf 

And hold the falling flocds» 
While filence fits on every bought 

And bends the liAening woods. 

I '11 carve our pafiion on the bark. 

And every wounded tree 
Shall drop and bear foroe myftic mark 

That Jefus dy'd for me. 

The fwains fhall wonder when they read, 

InfcribM on all the grove, 
That heaven itfclf came down, and bled 

To win a mortal's love. 



The Faircft and the Only Beloved. 

TT ONOUR to that diviner ray 
-*• -■• That firft allurM my eyes away 

From every mortal fair; 
All the gay things that held my fight 
Seem but the twinkling r|)arks of niglit. 
And languifliing in doubtful light 

Die at the mci;ning-ftar. 

K 4- Wlu 



Whatever fpeaks the godhead great. 

And fit to be ador'd^ 
Whatever makes the creature fweet, ' 

And worthy of my paifiooy meet 

Harmonious in my Lord. 
A thoufand gt^ces ever Hie 

And bloom upon his £ice ; 
A thoufand arrows from his eyes 
Shoot through my heart with dear furprize. 

And guard around the place. ' 

All nature's art (hall never cure 
The heavenly pains I found. 
And 'tis beyond all beauty's power 
To make another wound s 
Earthly beauties grow and fade $ 
Nature heals the wounds fhe made. 
But charms fo much divine 
Hold a long empire of the heart ; 
What heaven has join'd (liall never part. 
And Jefus muft be mine. 

In vain the envious (hades of night, 

Or flatteries of the day 
Would veil his image from my (ight. 

Or tempt my foul aw^y ; 
Jefus is all my waking theme, 
His lovely form meets every dream 

And knows not to depart : 

5 Tl 
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The pafHon reigfis .. . 
Through all my veins, 
Lndy floating round the crimfon ftream^ 
Still finds him at my Keart. 

>well there, for ever dwell, my love ; 

Here I confine my fenfe $ 
lor dare toy wildeft wiflies'rove 

Nor ftir a thought from thence. 
Imidft thy glories and thy grace 
^t all my remnant-minutes pafs ; 

Grant, thou Everlafting Fair, 

Grant my foul a manfion there,: 
vly foul afpires to fee thy face 
Though life fhould for the vifion pay | 
»o rivers run to meet the fea, 
Vnd lofe their nature in th' embrace. 

Thou art my ocean,^th6u my 'God } 
n Thee the padions of the mind 
^ith joys and freedom unconfi\l'd 
Sxult, and fpread their powers abroad* 
•Jot all the glittering things on high 
;ian make my heaven, if thou remove j 

ihall be tir'd, and long to die; 
-ife is a pain without thy lov^ $ 

Who could ever bear to be 

Curft with immortality 
^mong the ftars, but far from Thee ? 

Mutual 
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Mutual Love ilronger than Death. 

IWT O T the rich wofld of minds aborve 
-^^ Can pay the mighty dsbt of We 

I owe to Chrift my God :, 
With pangs which none bat he could feel 
He brought my guilty foul from hell : 
Not the firft femph's tongue can tell 

The value of liis blood. 

Kindly he feiz'd me in his arms, 

From the falfe wbrld's pernicious charms 

With force divinely fweet. 
Had I ten thoufand lives my own, 
At his demand^ 
With chearfiil hand, 
I M pay the vital treai'ure down 
In hourly tributes ut his feet. 

But, Saviour, let me ta(le thy grace 

With' every fleeting breath ? 
And through that heaven of pleafure pafs 

To the cold arms of death j 
Then I could lole fuccefTive fouU 

Fall as the minutes fiy ; 
So billow after billow rolls 

To kifs the Ihore, and die. 
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dance of the following Copy, and many 
Une»t weffc (ent me by ao qfteemed friend,^ 
V. Nokea, with a defire that I would £orm 
into a Pkidaric Ode ; but I retained his 
i^, left I ihould too much alter his fenfe. 

A Sight of CHRIST. 

ELS of light, your God and King furround» 

th noble fdngs ; in his exalted fleih 

s your wocihip; while his 0unts on eai'th^ 

r Redeemer-God with humble tongues. 

rith lofty honours crown his head ^ 

rig at bi$ feet, by faith, may feel 

It influence, and confefs his love« 

beheld his face, when beams divine . 
)m his eye-lids, and unufual light" 
e at once io glory and fuxprizQ.. 
il heart high leaping in my bread 
nfport cry'd. This is the Chrift of God j 
ew my arms around in fweet embrace, 
>\i, and bowM adoring low, till I was loft in him. 

he appears, no other charms can hold 
my foul, a/hamM of former things, 
remembrance now deferve or name, 
with contempt j bed in oblivion hid. 

But 
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But the bright (hine and prefence foon withdivw 
I fought him whom I love, but found him not § 
I felt his abfence $ and with ftrongeft cries 
Proclaim^dy Where Jefus is not, gll is vain. 
Whether I hold him with a full delight. 
Or feek him panting with extreme defire, 
'Tis he alone can pleafe my wondering foiil j 
To bold or feek him is my only choice. 
If he refrain on me to caft his eye 
Down from his palace, nor my longing foul 
With upward look can fpy my deareft Lord 
Through his blue |iavemcnt, I'll behold him ftill 
With fweet refleiftion on the peaceful crofs, 
All in his blood and anguifh groaning deep, 
Gafping and dying there ' i 

This fight I ne'er can lofe, by it I live t 
A quickening virtue from his death infpirM 
Is life and breath to mcj his fle/h my food ; 
His vital blood I drink, and hence my /b:ength. 

•I live, I'm ftrong, and now eternal life 
Beats quick within my bread: $ my vigorous mind 
Spurns the dull earth, and on her fiery wings 
Keaches the mount of purpofes divine, 
Counfels of peace betwixt th' Almighty Three 
Conceived at once, and fignM without debate. 
In perfect union of th* eternal mind. 
With vaft amaze I fee th' unfathom'd thoughtSj 
Infinite fchemes, and infinite defigns 
Of God't own Heart, in which he ever reits. 

Eter 
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Eternity liet open to my view | 

Here the Beginning and the End of all 

I can difcover; Chrift the End of all. 

And Chrift the great Beginning; he my Head, 

My God, my Glory, and my All in All. 

O that the day, the joyful day were come^ 
When the firft Adam from his ancient duft« 
Crown'd with new honours fliall rerivc, and fee 
Jefus his Son and Lord ; while (houting faints 
Suround their King, and God^s Eternal Son 
Shines in the midft, but with fuperior beams. 
And like himfelf $ then the myfterious Word 
Long hid behind the letter (hall appear 
hW fpirit and life, and in the fuUeft light 
Stand forth to public view : and there difclofe 
Hit Father*s facred works, and wondrous ways i 
Then wifdom, righteoufnefs, and grace divine^ 
Through all the infinite tranra6lions paft 1 

Inwrought and ftiining, Ihall with double blaze 
Strike our aftoniOi^d eyes, and ever reign - 
AdmirVI «id glorious in tiiumphant lights 

Death, and the tempter, and the man of iin, 
Nsw at the bar arraigned, in judgment caft. 
Shall vex the faints no more : but perfeft love 
And loudeft praifes perfeft joy create, 
While ever- circling years maintain the bliisful ftate. 



Lovi 
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Love on a Cross^ and a Throne. 

'VT O W Ittttiy faidi grow ftrong» and ri/«, 
■^^ And view my Lord in all his love; 
Look back to hear his dying cries, 
Then mount and fee his throne above. 

See where he langui(h*d on the Crofs ; 
Ueneath my fins he groaned and dy'd j 
See where he fits to plead my caufe 
By his Alniighty Father's Side, 

If I behold hfs bleeding Hearty 
There love in floods of forrow reigns, . 
He triumphs o'er the killing fmart, 
And buys my pleafnre with his pains. 

Or if I climb th' eternal hills 
Where the dear Conqueror fits enthronM, 
Still in his heart compafTion dwells, 
Near the memorials of his wound. 

How fhall a pardonM rebel fliow 
How much I love my Hying God ? 
Lord, here I banifli every foe, 
I hate the fms that coft thy blood. 

I hold no more commerce with hell. 
My deareft lulls Ihall all depart j 
But let thine image ever dwell 
Stampt as a fcal upon my heart. 

A Pit 
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i Preparatory Thought for the L r d's 

SUPPKR. 

In Imitation of Isaiah Ixiii. i, i, s* 

XT HAT heavenly Man, or lovely God, 
^ Comes marching downward from the ikic«, 
rray'd in garments roll'd in blood, 
idi joy and pity in his eyes, 

le Lord ! the Saviour ! yes, 'tis he ; 
enow him by the fmiles he wears 5 
;ar glorious Man that dy*d for me, 
rench'd deep in agonies and tears 1 

), he reveals his fhining breaft ; 
own ihofe wounds, and I adore : 
3, he prepares a royal feaft, 
veet fruit of the fharp pangs he bore ! 

'^hence flow thefe favours fo divine ! 
Drd ! why fo lavifh of thy blood? 
^hy for fuch earthly fouls as mine, 
his heavenly flefh, this facred food ? 

V/as his own love that made him bleed, 
hat nail\l him to the curfed tree j 
^was his own love this table fpread 
)r fuch unworthy worms as we. 

hen let us tafte the Saviour's love 5 
)me, faith, and feed upon the Lord : 
'ith glad confent our lips fhall move, 
nd fvveer Kofannas crown the board. 

COK- 
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Converse with Christ. 

T * M tirM with vifits, modes, and format 
•* And flatteries paid to fellow- worms j 
Their -converfation cloys; 

Their vain amours, and empty ftuff: 

But I can ne'er enjoy enough 
Of thy beft company, roy Lord, thou life of all i 

When he begins to tell his love, 
Through every vein my pafHons move. 

The captives of his tongue t 
In midnight fhades, on frofty ground, 
I could attend the pleafing found. 
Nor (hould I feel December cold, nor think the < 

There, while I hear my Saviour-God 
Count o'er the fins (a heavy load) 
He bore upon the tree, 
Inward I blufli with fecret fhame, 
And weep, and love, and bLfs the name | 
That knew not guilt nor grief his own, but bs 
Next he defcribes the thorns he wore. 
And talks his bloody pafllon o'er. 

Till I am drown'd in tears : 
Yet with the fmypathetic fnart 
There's a ftrange joy heats round my heart ; 
The curfed tree has blcflings in 't, my fweeteft 
bears* 
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I hear the glorious fufFerer tell. 
How on his crofs he vanquiihM hell. 

And all the powers beneath : 
Tranfported and infpirM, my tongue 
Attempts his triumphs in a fong; [death !'' 

^'Howhastheferpentlofthisfting! and where 's thy vi6lory» 

But when he (hews his hands and heart. 
With thofe dear prints of dying fmart. 

He fets my foul on fire : 
Not the beloved John could reft 
With more delight upon that breaft, [defire. 

Nor Thomas pry into thofe wounds with more intenie 

Kindly he opens me his ear, 
And bids me pour ray forrow there. 
And tell him all my pains : 
Thus while I eafe my burden'd heart. 
In every woe he bears a part, [fuftains. 

His arms embrace me, and his hand my drooping head 

Fly from my thoughts, all human things, 
And (porting fwains, and fighting kings. 

And tales of wanton love : 
My foul difdains that little fnare 
The tangles of Amira's hair j [remove. 

Thine arms, ray God, are fweeter bands, nor can my heart 



Grace 
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Grace ihiningy 'ShA Na t v «« famd 
Sol, Song i. 3. 5c ii. 5. & vi, 5. 

npLL mc, faireft of thy kind, 
"■^ Tell me Shepherd, all divine. 
Where this fainting head reclinM 
May relieve fuch cares as ralttt •• 
Shepherd, lead me to thy grove ; 
If burning rioon infeft the iky. 
The fickening ihecp to covert fly, 
rtht flieep not half fo faint as I, 
1"h\(s tfvercoine with l<lve. 

Say, thou dear Sovereign of my bfeall. 
Where doft thou lead thy flock to reft ^ 

Why (hould I appear like one 

Wild and wandering all alonc> 

TJnbcloved and unknown ? 

6 my 'Great Redeemer, fjty, 

Shall I turn my feet aftray I 
Will Jefus bear to fee me rovc^ 
To fee me feek another love ? 

Ke*er had I known his deareft namt, 
Ne'er had I felt this inward flame. 
Had not his heart-ftrings flrft began the tender fi 
Nor can I bear the thought, that Ht 
Should leave the (ky. 
Should bleed and die. 
Should love a wretch fo vile as me 
Without returns of pafTion for his dying wound 
3 
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His eyes are glory mixM with grace j 

In his deh'ghtful awful face 

Sits majefty and gentlenefs. 
So tender is my bleeding heart 
That with a frown he kills $ 

His abfence in perpetual fmart 

Nor is my foul refinM enough 

To bear the beaming of his love. 
And feel his warmer fmiles. 

Where fhall I reft this drooping head ? 
Hove, I love the fun, and yet I want the ibade* 

My finking fpirits feebly ftrive 

T' endure the extafy 5 
Beneath thefe rays I cannot live,. 

And yet without them die. 
None knows the pleafure and the pain 
That all my inward powers fuftain 
Butfuch as feel a Saviour*» love, and love the God agaia* 

Oh, why (hould beauty heavenly briglit 
Stoop to charm a mortaPs fight, 

And torture with the fweet excels of light ? 
Our hearts, alas ! how frail their make 1 
With their own weig)it of joy they break, 

Ob, why is love Co Ai'ong» and nature's felf fo w«ak ? 

Turn, turn away thine eyes, 
Afcend the a»u:£ &iU6> and ^ine ^ 
Anongft the happy tejiants of the /kies, 
They can fuftain a f liio4i io divine.. 

L 2. ^ tiii'» 



O torn rt^Yfe, the gw 

SendtV-gf=*^^"la«fV>\ro« 
aU »t the trumpet s^^^V fly, 

l-o^^'^'^LaeeoftheWeft. 

There ^^^^ . ^^brace, 

There's not a tVvougf^^e 
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He rpeaksy and ftrait immortal joys 
Run through my ears, and reach my heart ; 
My foul all melts at that dear voice, 
And pleafurc (hoots through every part. 

If he withdraw a moment^s fpace. 
He leaves a facred pledge behind j 
Here in this bread his image (lays, 
The grief and comfort of my mind. 

While of his abfence I complain. 
And long, and weep as lovers do, 
There's a ftrange pleafure in the piin. 
And tears have their own fweetnefs too. 

When round his courts by day I rove. 
Or afk the watchmen of the night 
For feme kind tidings of my love. 
His very name creates delight. 

Jefus, my God ; yet rather come ; 
Mine eyes would dwell upon thy face 5 
Tis beft to fee my Lord at home. 
And feel the prefence of his grace. 

The ABSENCE of CHRIST. 

/^OME, lead me to fome lofty (liade 
Where turtles moan their loves 5 
Tall (hadows were for lovers made j 
And grief becomes the groves. 

L s 'Tis 
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'Tis no mean beauty of the ground 

That has inflawr^d mine eyes ; 
I faint beneath a nobler wound. 

Nor love below the ikies. 

Jcfus, the fpring of all that's bright. 

The Everlafting Fair, 
Heaven's ornament, and heaven's delight. 

Is my eternal care. 

But, ah ! how far above this grave 
Does the bright charmer dwell ? 

Ab fence, thou keeneft wound to I0Y6, 
That (harpeft pain, I feel. 

Penfive I climb the facred hills, 

And near him vent my woes ; 
Yet his fweet face he ftill conceals, 

Yet ilili my paflion grows. 

I murmur to the hollow vale, 

I tell the rocks my flame. 
And blefs the echo in her cell 

That beft repeats her name. 

My paflion breathes perpetual fighs^ 

Till pitying winds (hall hear. 
And gently bear them up the ikieSy 

And gently wound his ear. 



Definng 
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TESUS^ Iloxe. Conic> deafeilname, 
^ Come and poiTers tfciis. hesMCt of mine j 
I love, though ^tis a fsM.ntcr ftame. 
And infinitely lefs than thine. 

! if my Lord woul4 l^aye the (kle% 
Dreft in the rays of milde^ gra^cci 
My foul ihould haften tp. my tye% 
To meet die pleiTures of hit fape. 

How would I feaft 99 i^U Kj^ 91^1^191 «• 
Then round his love^j^ 6^el{ ef^t^rine ! 
Worfliip and love, in aljl thi^if foroifl» 
Should honour beaU|ty fp divi^. 

In ?ain the tempter^s 09tl|erii\g to^s^i^e^ 
The world in vain fhall bid i^e niove^ 
In ?ain $ for I ihou\4 g^xt Cq long 
Till I were all transforvi^d. tq bve« 

Then (mighty God) V^ ^1^ a^d Ax, 
*^ What empty names are qr^w^ ^n4 kM^^! 
" Anaongft them giv^ ^fy wqrWl ^ff^h 
" Thefe little defpicable Vkiftgf.^* 

I would not aik to clin^ the flc^y 
Nor envy angels their abode, 
I have a heaven as bright and high 
la the bieft yifion of my God. 

L f . Afcendinjc 
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Afcending to him in H e a v B k. 

^'T* I S pure delight, without alloy, 

-*• Jefus, to hear thy name. 
My fpirit leaps with inward joy, 

I feel the facied flame. 

My paflions hold a pleafing reign. 

While love infpires my breaft. 
Love, the divined of the train. 

The fovereign of the reft. 

This is the grace muft live and fing. 

When faith and fear fhall ceafe, 
Muft found from every joyful ftring 

Through the fweet groves of blifs. 

Let life immortal feize my clayj 

Let love refine my blood ; 
Her flames can bear my foul away. 

Can bring me near my God, 

Swift I afcend the heavenly place. 

And haften to my home, 
I leap to meet thy kind embrace, 

I come, O Lord, I come. 

Sink down, ye feparating hills. 

Let guilt and death remove : 
'Tis love that drives my chariot-wheels, 

And death muft yield to love. 
3 
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Prefence of G O D worth dying for : 
Or, the Death of Moses, 

ORD, 'tis an infinite delight 

To fee thy holy face, 
dwell whole ages in thy fight, 
wild feel thy vital rays. 

s Gabriel knows ; and fings thy name 
Vith rapture on his tongue j 
fes the faint enjoys the faioe, 
Ind heaven repeats the fong. 

Iiile the bright nation founds thy praifc 
From each eternal hill, • 

'eet odours of exhaling grace 
The happy region fill. 

hy love, a fea without a fhore. 

Spreads life and joy abroad : 
''tis a heaven worth dying for 

To fee a fmiling God ! 

'W me thy face, and I '11 away 

From all inferior things ; 
►peak, Lord, and here I quit my clay. 

And ftrctch my airy wings. 

»weet was the journey to the fky. 

The wondrous prophet try\l ; 
'Climb up the mount," fays God, " and die j" 

The prophet climb'd and dy'd. 

Softly 



5n God's ov^ti anu .^ 

,„f „\ patting «a5- 

O Fa«*ett.*f?!thydeAay'. 
^Ho^ tedious. l*^^;^^,,V,ftaldO 

>A„ paffion* fly *° abroad. 
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With mward pain my heart-ftrings founds 

My foul diflblves away : 
Dear Sorereign, whirl th€ feafons round. 

And bring the proniisM day. 

HOPE IN DARKNESS, 

\7ET, gracious God, 

Yet will I feek thy fmiling face 5 
What though a (hort eclipfe his beauties fhrowd 

And bar the influence of his rays, 
Tis but a morning vapour, or a fummer cloud x 
He is my fun though he refufe to (hine. 

Though for a moment he depart 

I dwell for ever on his heart. 
For ever he on mine. 

Early before the light arife 

I'll fpring a thought away to God ; 

The paflion of my heart and eyes 

Shall fhout a thoufand groans and fighs, 

A thoufand glances ftrike the fkies. 
The floor of his abode. 

Bear Sovereign, hear thy iervant pray. 

Bend the blue heavens. Eternal King, 

Downward thy chearful graces bring j 
^r ihall I breathe in vain and pant my hours away ? 
Break, glorious Brightnefs, through the gloomy veil. 

Look how the armies of defpair 

Aloft their footy banners rear 

Round my poor captive foul, and dare 

Pronounce me prifoner of hell. 

But 
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But Thou, my Sun, and Thou my Shield, 
Wilt fave me in the bloody field ; 
Break, glorious Brightnefs, /hoot one glimmeriog ny> 
One gbnce of thine creates a day. 
And drives the troops of hell away. 

Happy the times, but ah I the times are gone 

When wondrous power and radiant grace 
Round the tall arches of the temple flione. 
And mingled their viftorious rays ; 

Sin, with all its ghaftly. train. 
Fled to the deeps of death again. 
And fmiling triumph fat on every face s 
Our fpirits rapturM with the fight 
Where all devotion, all delight. 
And loud Hofannas founded the Redeemer's praife*. 
Here could I fay, 
(And point the place whereon I ftood) 
Mere I enjoy'd a vifit half the day 
From my defcending God : 
I was regard with heavenly fare. 
With fruit and manna from above j 
Divinely fweet the bleflings were 
While mine Emanuel was there t 
And o'er my head 
The conqueror fpread 
The banner of his love. 

Then why my heart funk down fo low ? 
Why do my eyes diffolve and flow. 
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And hopelefs nature mourn ? 

rview, my foul, thofe pleafing days^ 

rad his unalterable grace 

irough ti.e difpleafure of his face^ 

And wait a kind return. 

Father**8 love may raife a frown 

3 chide the child, or prove the Son> 

But love will ne'er deftroy j 

le hour of darknefs is but fhort, 

I be thy life, and patience thy fupport. 

The morning brings the joy. 

Come, LORD JESUS. 

r HEN (hall thy lovely face be fcen ? 

When /hall our eyes behold our God ? 
t lengths of diftance lie between, 
hills of guilt ? a heavy load ! 

months are ages of delay, 
{lowly every minute wears ; 
winged time, and roll away 
e tedious rounds of fluggifli years. 

eavenly gates, loofe all your chains, 
he eternal pillars bow; 
Saviour, cleave the ftarry plains, 
make the cryftal mountains flow. 

, how thy faints unite their cries, 
pray and wait the general doom j 
B, Thou, The Soul of all our Joys, 
J, The Defire of Nations, come. 



But 
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Put thy bright robes of triumph on. 
And blefs our eyes, and blefs our ears. 
Thou abfent Love, thou dear Unknown^ 
Thou Faireft of ten thoufand Fairs. 

Our heart-ftrings groan with d'ep complaint. 
Our flefli lies panting, Lord, for thee. 
And every limb, and every joint. 
Stretches for immortality. 

Our fpirits (hake their eager wing^ 
And bum to meet thy flying throne | 
We rife away from mortal things 
T' attend thy (hining chariot down. 

Now let our chearful eyes furvey 
The blazing earth and melting hilli^ 
And fmile to fee the lightnings play> 
And flafli along before thy wheels* 

O for a fhoUt of violent joys 
To join the trumpets thundering ibund t 
The angel herald (hakes the fkies. 
Awakes the graves, and tears the groiuid* 

Ye numbering faints, a heavenly hoft 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs | 
Let every facred ileeping duft 
Leap into life, for Jefus comes. 

Jefus, the God of might and love, 
New-moulds our limbs of cumberoui clajr 
Quick as feraphic-flames we move, 
Active and young, and fair as tbey» 
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airy feet with unknown flight 
t as the motions of defire, 

up the hills of heavenly light, 

leave the weltering world in fire. 

Bewailing my own Incoiiilaacy,. 

,OVE the Lord ; but ah ! how far 
Vly thoughts from the dear obje6l are I 
i wanton heart how wide it roves ! 
1 fancy meets a thoufand loves, 

ly foul burn to fee my God, 
lad the courts of his abode, 
troops of rivals throng the placf^ 
i tempt me off before his face. 

uld I enjoy my Lord alone, 
d my paflions all be gone, 
but my love } and charge my will 
bar the door and guard it ilill. 

cares, or trifles, make, or find« 
I new avenues to the mind, 

I with grief and wonder fee, 
^e crowds betwixt the Lord and mt • 

I am told the Mufe will prove 
riend to piety and love j 
it I begin feme facred fong, 
1 take my Saviour on my tongut. 

Strangely 
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Sti-angely I lofe his lovely face, 
To hold the empty founds in chacey 
At beft the chimes divide my heart, 
And the Mufc (hares the larger part. 

Falfe confident 1 and falfer bread ! 
Fickle, and fond of every gueft : 
Each airy image as it flies 
Here finds admittance through my eyes. 

This foolifti heart can leave her God, 
And (hadows tempt her thoughts abroad 2 
How fliall I fix this wandering mind? 
Or throw my fetters on the wind ? 

Look gently down, Almighty Grace, 
Prilon me round in thine embrace ; 
Pity the foul that would be thine. 
And let thy power my love confine. 

Say, when (hall the bright moment be 
That I (hall live alone for Thee, 
My heart no foreign Lords adore. 
And the wild Mufc prove falfe no more ? 



Fo 
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Forsaken, yet Hoping. 

TTAPPY the hours, the golden days, 
•*■ -*• When I could call my Jefus mine. 
And fit and view his fmiling face, 
' And melt in pleafures all-divine. 

Near to my heart, within my arms 
He lay, till fin defiPd my breiift, 
Till broken vows, and earthly charms, 
Tir'd and provok'd my heavenly gueft. 

And now He 's gone, (O mighty woe !) 
Gone from my foul, and hides his love ! 
Curfe on you, fins, that grievM Him Co, 
Ye fins, that forc'd him to remove. 

Break, break, my heart ; complain, my tongue ; 
Hither, my friends, your forrows bring : 
Angels, aflift ray doleful fong. 
If you have e'er a mourning ftring. 

But, ah ! your joys are ,ever high. 
Ever his lovely face you fee j 
While my poor fpirits pant and die, 
And groan, for Thee, my God, for Thee. 

Yet let my hope look through my tears, 
And fpy afar his rolling tluone j 
His chariot through the cleaving fpheres 
Shall bring the bright Beloved down. 

M Swift 
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Swift as a roe flies o*er the hills. 
My foul fprings out to meet him high» 
Then the fair Conqueror turna his wheels* 
And climbs the manfions of the fky« 

There fmiling joy for ever reigns. 
No more the turtle leaves the dove j 
Farewell to jealoufies^ and pains, 
And all the ills of abfent love. 

The conclusion, 
GOD exalted above all Praife* 

Tj^TERNAL Power! whofe high abo4« 
■*^ Becomes the grandeur of a God ; 
Infinite length beyond the bounds 
Where ftars revolve their little rounds. 

The loweft ftep above thy feat 

Rifes too high for Gabriel's feet. 

In vain the tall Arch-angel tries 

To reach thine height with wondering eyes. 

Thy dazzling beauties whilft he fings. 
He hides his face behind his wings ; 
And ranks of (hining thrones around 
Fall worfhiping, and fpread the ground. 

Lord, what fliall earth and aflies do ! 
We would adore our Maker tooj 
From fin and duft to thee we cry. 
The Great, the Holy, and the High ! 
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£arth from afar has heard the fame. 
And worms have learnt to lifp thy name ; 
But O, the gloried of thy mind 
Leave all our foaring thoughts behind. 

God is in heanm» and men Mow | 
Be ihort, our tunes ; our words be few ; 
A (acred reverence checks our fongs^ 
And praife (its £lent on our tongues^ 

♦« Tibi fikt Laus, O D«u<," Pfal. Ixv. t. 
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BOOK II. 

Sacred to Virtu b, Hono u r, 
and Friendship. 



To Her MAJESTY. 

OUEEN of the Northern world, whofc gentle fwiy 
Commands our love, and charms our hearts Voheft 
Forgivf ihe nation's groan when William dy'di } 
Lo, at thy feet in all the royal pride 
Of blooming joy, three happy realms appear. 
And William's urn almoft without a tear 
Stands i nor complains ; while from thy gracious tongtf 
Peace flows in filvcr ftreams amiiUl the throng. 
Amazing balm, that on thofe lips was found ■ 

To foothe the ton.icnt of that mortal wound. 
And calm the wild niTright ! The terror dies, V 

The bkcdinr; wound cements, the danger flics, I 

And Albion fliouts thine honours as her joys arife. ) ' 
3 Tte 



The German eagle feels her guardian dead, 
[ot her own thunder can fccure her head ; 
:«• trembling eaglets haften from afar, 
.nd Belgians Hon dreads the Gallick war : 
Jl hide behind thy ihield. Remoter lands 
iThofe lives lay trufted in NafTovian hands 
'ransfer their fouls, and live j fecure they play 
I thy mild rays, and love the growing day. 

Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms 
ainting religion, whilft in various forms 
air piety (hines through the Britifh ides : 
[ere at thy fide, and in thy kindeft frailes* 
lazing in ornamental gold fhe Hands, 
"o blefs thy councils, and aflift thy hands, 
Lnd crowds wait round her to receive commands, 
^ere at a humble didance from the throne f 
duteous (he lies ; her luftre all her own, 
Fngamifh'd ; yet not blufhing, nor afraid, 
lor knows fufpicion, nor afFe6ls the (hade : 
!hearful and pleasM (he not prefumes to fliare 
1 thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian care, 
or thee, dear fovereign, endlefs vows arife, 
ind zeal with earthly wing falutes the (kies 
o gain thy fafety : Here a folemn form * 
f ancient words keeps the devotion warm. 



» The eftablifhed church of England. 
t The Proteftant Diffenters. 
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And guides^ but bounds our wi(hes i There the mind* 
Feels its own fire, and kindles unconfinM 
With boKier hopes i Yet ftill beyond our vows. 
Thy lovely glories rife, thy fpreading terror grows* 

Princcfs, the world already owns thy name t 
Go, mount the chariot of immortal fame. 
Nor die to be renownM : Fame^s loudeft breath 
Too dear is purchased by an angel*s death. 
The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy. 
Shall fcourge rebellion and the rival-boy f z 
Thy founding arms his Gallic patron hears. 
And fpeeds his flight $ nor overtakes his fears. 
Till hard defpair wring from the tyrant's foul 
The iron tears out. Let thy frown control 
Our angry jars at home, till wrath fubmit 
Her impious banners to thy facred feet j 
Mad zeal, and frenzy, with their murderous train. 
Feel thefe fweet realms in thine aufpicious reign, 
Envy expire in rage, and treafon bite the chain. 

Let no black fcenes affright fair Albion^s ftage i 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age. 
Long blefs the earth, and late afcend thy throne 
Ethereal $ (not thy deeds are there unknown. 
Nor there unfung ; for by thine awful hands 
Heaven rules the waves, and thunders o*er the lands. 
Creates inferior kings %* and gives ^em their commands.) 

• The Proteftant Diflenters. 
f The Pretender. 
% She made Charles the Emperor's fecond fon King 
•f Spain, who was afterwards Eiiipeioi' of Germany. 
3 L«* 
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egions attend thee at the radiant gates ; 
or thee thy fift«r-(eraphy bleft Maria, waits. 

But oh ! the parting ftroke ! feme heavenly power 

hear thy fad Britons in the gloomy hour ; 

>me new propitious ftar appear on high 

he faireft glory of the Wcftern flcy, 

Jid Anna be its name 5 with gentle fway 

o check the planets of malignant ray, 

x>th the rude north wind, and the rugged Bear, 

aim rifing ¥rar8, heal the contagious air, 

Jid reign with peaceful influencetothefouthem fphere. 



Notey This poem was written in the year 1705, in. 
aat honourable part of tlie reign of our late Queen,, 
^hen ftie had broke the French power at Blenheim,. 
fitrted the right of Charles the prcfent emperor to the 
fown of Spain, exerted her zeal for the Protcftant Sue- 
effion, and promifed inviolably to maintain the tole- 
ation to the Protcftant Diflenters. Thus (he appeared 
he chief fupport of the Reformation, and the pauonefs, 
if the liberties of Europe. 

The latter part of her reign was of a diflferent colour, 
md was by no means attended with the accompli ih- 
ncnt of diofe glorious hopes which we had conceived.. 
^ow the Mufe cannot fatisfy herfelf to publish this new 
dition without acknowledging the miflakc of her fur- 
oer prefagcs; and while Ihe does t!ie world this jultice,, 
^e does nerfclf the honour of a voLuniary retra(5^ation. 

.Aug.uft !• 17*1. • I. W. 
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PALINODIA, 

"DRTTONS, forgive the foi-ward Mufc 
-*^ That darM prophetic feals to loofe, 
(Unflciird in fate's Eternal Book) 
And the deep chara6lers mi(look. 

George is the name, that glorious ftar ; 
Ye faw his fplendors beaming far j 
Saw in the Eaft your Joys arife, 
When Anna funk in wcftern fkies. 
Streaking the heavens with crimfon gloom. 
Emblems of tyranny and Rome, 
Portending blood and night to come. 
'Twas George diffused a vital ray. 
And gave the dying nations day : 
His influence Tooths the Ruffian Bear, 
Calms rifrng wars, and heals the air ; 
Join'd with the fun his beams arc hurPd 
To fcatter bleflings round the world. 
Fulfil whale'er the Mufe has fpoke. 
And crown the work that Anne forfook. 

Aug. I. 1721. 

To John Locke. Efq; retired from Bv 

A NGELS are made of heavenly things, 
■^^ And light and love our fouls compofe. 
Their blifs within their bofom fprings, 
Within their bofom flows. 
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But narrow .minds fUll make pretence 
To fearch the coafts of fleih and fenfe. 
And fetch diviner pleafures thence. 
Men are akin to ethereal forms. 
But they belye their nobler birth, 
Bebafc their honour down to earth, 

And claim a (hare with worms. 

He that has treafures of his own 
May leave the cottage or the throne. 
May quit the globe, and dwell alone 

Within his Tpacious mind. 
Locke hath a (oul wide as the iea, 
Calm as the night, bright as the day. 
There may his vaft ideas play. 

Nor feel a thought confined. 

To John Shute, Efq; (afterwards Lord 

B A R R I N G T O N.) 

4 

On Mr. Locke's dangerous Sicknefs, fome time 
after he had retired to fludy the Scriptures. 

June, 1704. 

AND muft the man of wondrous mind 
'^^ (Now his rich thoughts are juft refin'd) 

Forfake our longing eyes ? 
Reafon at length fubmits to wear 
Tbe wings of Faith ; and lo, they rear 
Her chariot high, and nobly bear 
Her prophet to the ikies. 

Go, 
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Go, friend, and wait the prophet^s flighty 
Watch if his mantle chance to lights 

And feize it for thy own i 
Shute is the darling of his years. 
Young Shute his better likenefs bears 5 
All but his wrinkles and his hairs 

Are copy'd in his fon. 

Thus when our follies, or our faults. 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts. 

Thy pen (hall make us wife : 
The fallies of whofe youthful wit 
Could pierce the Britifh fogs with light. 
Place our true * Intereft in our fight. 

And open half our eyes. 

To Mr. W I L L I A M N O K 
FRIENDSHIP. 

FRIENDSHIP, thou charmer of them 
Thou fweet deluding ill, 
The brigheft minute mortals find, 
And (harpelt hour we feel. 

Fate has divided all our /hares 

Of pleafure and of pain j 
In love the comforts and the cares 

Are mixM and join'd again. 



' The Intereft of England, written by Mr. 
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But whilft in floods our forrow rolls,^ 

And drops of joy arc few, 
This dear delight of mingling foul* 

Serves but to fwell our woe. 

Oh ! why fliould bijfs depart in hafte> 

And friendfliip day to moan I 
Why the fond paflion cling fo fsJk,. 

When every joy is gone ? 

Yet never let our hearts divide. 

Nor death difTolve the chain : 
For love and joy were once ally*d-^ 

And muft be join'd again.. 

ToNathanael Govhn, Efq; afterward* 
Sir Nathanael Gould, 
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)TpIS not by fplendour, or by ftate. 
Exalted mein, or lofty gait. 

My Mufe takes meafures of a king t 
If wealth, or height, or bulk will do> 
She calls each mountain of Peru 

A more majeftic thing. 
Frown on me, friend, if e'er I boaft 
O'er fellow-minds enflav'd in clay, 
Cr fwell when I (hall have engroft 
A larger heap of (hiniug duft, 

And wear a bigger load of earth than they. 



Let 
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Let the vain. world falute me loud, 
My thoughts look Inward, and forget 
The founding names of High and Great 
The flatteries of the crowd. 

When Gould commands his /hips to run 
And fearch the traffic of the fea, 
His fleet overtakes the falling day, 
And bears the weftern mines away. 
Or richer fp'ces from the rifing fun : 
While the glad tenants of the fliorc 
Shout, and pronounce him fenator *, 

Yet ftill the man's the fame : 
For well the happy merchant knows 
The foul with treafure never grows. 

Nor fwells with airy fame. 

But truft me, Gould, 'tis lawful pride 
• To rife above the mean control 

Of flefti and fenfe, to which we Ye ty'd ; 
This is ambition that becomes a foul. 

We fteer our courfe up through the ikies ; 
Farewell this barren land : 
We ken the heavenly fliore with longing eye 
There the dear wealth of fpirits lies. 
And beckoning angels (land. 

* Member of parliament for a port in Sul 



LYRIC POEMS, Book II. 173: 

To Dr. T H O M A S GIBSON. 

The Life of Souls. 

1704 

C WIFT as the fiin revolves the day 
*^ We haften to the d6ad, 
Slaves to the wind we pufF away. 

And to the ground we tread. 
Tis air that lends us life, when firft 

The vital bellows heave : 
Our fleih we borrow of the duft 5 
And when a mother's care has nurft 

The babe to manly fize, we muft 

With ufury pay the grave. 

Rich juleps drawn from precious ore 

Still tend the dying flame : 
And plants, and roots, of barbarous name. 

Torn from the Indian fhore. 
Thus we fupport our tottering flefh. 

Our cheeks refume the rofe afrefh, 
^hen bark and fteel play well their game 

To fave our linking breath. 
And Gibfon, with his awful power, 
Refcues the poor precarious hour 
From the demands of death. 

But 
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But art and nature, powers and charms^ 
And drugs, and recipes, and forms^ 
Yield us, at laft, to greedy worms 

A defpicable prey ; 
I *d have a life to call my own^ 
That (hall depend on heaven alone ; 

Nor air, nor earth, nor Tea 
lAix their bafe eflcnces with mine, 
Kor claim dominion Co divine 

To give me leave to Be. 

Sure there ^s a mind within, that reigns 
O'er the dull current of my veins j 
I feel the inward pulfe beat high 
With vigorous immortality. 
Let earth refume the ilefh it gave. 
And breath diflfolve aniongft the winds ; 
-Gibfon, the things that fear a grave. 
That I can lofe, or you can fave. 
Are not akin to minds. 

We claim tcquaintance with the fkies^ 
Upwai'd our fpirits hourly rife. 

And there our thoughts employ t 
When heaven ihall (ign our grand releafe. 
We are no ftrangers to the place. 

The bufincfs, or the jo)-. 
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FALSE <jREATNES^ 

TYLO, forbear to call him bleft 
'•■• That only boafis a large eftate, 
lould all the treafures 6f the Weft 
eet, and confpire to make him great* 
enow thy better thoughts, I know 
liy reafon can^t defcend Co low. 
:t a broad ftreanv with gcJden fands 

Through all his meadows roll, 
!'8 but a wretch, with all his lands^ 

That wears a narrow foul. 

! fwells amidft his wealthy ftore, 
nd proudly poizing what he weighs, 
his own fcale he fondly lays 
Huge heaps of ihining ore. 
e fpreads the balance wide to hold 
His manors and his farms, 
Ad cheats the beam with loads of gold 
He hugs between his arms. 
) might the plough-boy climb a tree. 
When Croefus mounts his throne, 
^d both ftand up, and fmile to fee 
How lon^ their fhadow 's grown. 
^as I how vain their fancies be 
To think that fliape their own ! 

Thus 
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Thus mingled ftill with wealth and ftate, 

Croefus himfelf can never know 5 

His true dimenirons and his weight ' 

Are far inferior to their fhcr^*. 

Were I fo tall to reach the^ole. 

Or grafp the ocean with my fpan, 

I muft be meafur'd by my foul : 

The mind *s the ftandard of the man» 



To S A R I S S A. 

An EPISTLE. 

TJE AR up, Sariflfa, through the ruffling fl 
^^ Of a vain vexing world : Tread down tl 
Thofe ragged thorns that lie acrofs the road, 
Nor fpend a tear upon them. Truft the Mu 
She fings experienced truth : This briny dew 
This i-ain of eyes will make the briars grow. 
We travel through a defert, and our feet 
Have meafur'd a fair fpace, have left behind 
A thoufand dangers, and a thoufand fnares 
Well fcapM. Adieu, ye horrors of the dark 
Ye finiHi'd labours, and ye tedious toils 
Of days and hours : The twingt- of real fmai 
And the falfe terrors of ill boding dreams 
Vanilh together, be alike forgot, 
For ever blended in one common grave. 
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arewelly ye waxing and ye waning moons. 

It we have watchM behind tlie flying clouds 

nighf s dark hill, or fettijig or afcending, 

in meridian height; fThen filence reign'd 

r half the world ; t^cli ye beheld our tears, 

witnefsM our complaints, our kindred groans, 

d harmony !) while with your beamy horns 

richer orb ye filvcr'd o'er the green 

lere trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 

I mourners. Now ye have fulfillM your round, 

lOfe hours are fitid, farewell. Months that are gone 

e gone for ever, and have borne away 

ch his own load. Our woes and forrows paft^ 

ountainous woes, ftill lefTen as they fly 

IF off. So billows in a ftormy fea, 

W after wave (a long fucceflion) roll 

Jyond the ken of fight : The faiiors fafe 

Jok far a-ftern till they have loft the ftorm, 

Jid ftiout their boifterous joys. A gentler Mufe 

ngs thy dear fafety, and commands thy cares- 

'o dark oblivion ; bury'd deep in night 

•ofe them, SariiTa, and aflift my fong. 

Awake thy voice, fing how the flender lln« 
^ffate's immortal Now divides the paft 
'rom all the future, with eternal bars 
forbidding a return. The paft temptation » 
"0 more (hall vex us ; every grief we feel 
Snortens the deftinM number ; every pulfe 
'^ a iharp momeat of the pain away, 

N - AjkI 



Apd the hft ftroke will come. By Mh degrt 
Time fweeps trs off, ahd we (hall foon arrive 
At life's fweet period : O celcftial point 
That ends this mortal ftory ! 

But if a glimpfe of light with flattering ray- 
Breaks through the clouds of lifci or wanderin 
Amidft the (hades invite your doubtful feet. 
Beware the dancing meteor ; faithlefs guide, 
That leads the lonefome pilgrim wide aftray 
To bogs, and fens, and pits, and certain deatl 
Should vicious pleafure take an angel-form 
And at a diftance rife, by (low degrees, 
Treacherous, to wind herfelf into your heart. 
Stand firm aloof ^ nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze : The juft delight 
Th^t heaven indulges lawful muft obey 
Superior powers j nor tempt your thoughts too 
In flavery to fenfe, nor fwell your hope 
To dangerous fize : If it approach your feet 
And court yoiir hand, forbid th* intruding joy 
To fit too near your heart : Still may our fouls 
Claim kindred with the (kies, nor mix with du 
Our better-born affeilions ; leuve the globe 
A ne(t for worms, and haftcn to our home. 

O there are gardens of th' immortal kind 
That crown the heavenly Eden's rifing hills 
With beauty and with fweets } no lurking mi( 
Dwells in the fruit, nor ferpent twines the boi 
5 
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Thelirapches bend laclen vrith life and bllfs 

l^ipe for the tafte, but *tis a deep afcent : 

Hold faft the • golden chain let down from heaven. 

Twill help your feet and wins^s j I feel its force 

Draw upwards j faftenM to the pearly gate 

It guides the way unerring : Happy clue 

Through this dark wild I 'Twas wildom's nobleft wofk. 

All joined by powtf divinei and every link is lovew 

To Mr. T. BRADBURY, 

PARADISE. 

170S. 

Young as I ami quit the ftagc, 
Nor will I know th* applaufes of the age 5 
i^arewell to growing fame. I leave below 
A life not half worn out with cares* 
Or agonies, or years j 
I leave my country all in tears, 
But heaven demands me upward, and I dare to go. 
Amongft ye, friends, divide and fhare 

The remnant of my days. 
If ye have patience, and can bear 
A long fatigue of life, and drudge through all the race. 
N 2 Hark, 

>. The goffcj. 
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Hark, my fair guardian chides my ftay,. 

And waves his golden rod : 
** Angel, I come ; lead on the way :" 

And now by fwift degrees 
I fail aloft through azure feas^ 
Now tread the milky road i 
Pai-ewell, ye planets, in your fplteres j 
And as th^ ftars are loft, a brighter (ky appeal 

In hafte for paradife 
I ftretch the pinions of a bolder thought 5 
Scarce had I will'd, but I was paif 
Deferts of tracklefs light and all th' ethereal w 

And to the facred borders brought 5 
There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies. 

Each waves a keen flame as he flies, 
And well defends the walls from fieges and fi: 

With pleafing reverence I behold* 
The pearly portals wide unfold: 
Inter, my foul, and view th' amazing fcenes;, 
Sit faft upon the flying Mufe, 
And let thy rovring wonder loofe 
0*er all th' empyKcal plains. 
Noon flands eternal here : here may thy fight 
Prink- in the rays of primogenial light ^ 
Here breathe immortal air : 
Joy miift beat high in every vein,. 
Pleafure through all thy bofom reign ; 
The laws forbid the ftranger, pain^ 
AndbaniHi avecy care*. 
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lee liow tbe ImbbG^ ^P'^*? ^ ^^^ 
Beneath die thniae siht i 

Tnc ftrcains u CTynu rroiynds ljuic^ 

Around die gc4den ftrests dier rorvc, 
bd blefs die manfioss of die uppsr ikies. 

There a fair grove of kaovrletlge grows. 

Nor fin aor deadi infers die finik ; 

Young life hangs frrfh on ail die baQghs* 
And fprings firooi ercnr root ; 

Here may diy greedj fenies feaft 
While eztafy and healdi attends on erery tafte. 

With the fair profped channM I iiood ; 
Fearlefs I feed on the dehcious fare. 
And drink profufe ialTation firom the iUFcr flooi* 
Nor can excels be diere. 

Id tiered order ranged along 

.Saints new-rcleas*d by death 
Join the bold feraph^s warbling breath. 

And aid th^ immortal fong. 
Each has a voice that times his ftrings 
To mighty founds, and mighty things^ 

Things of everlafting weight, 
Sounds, like the fofter viol, fweet. 

And, Like the trumpet, ftrong. 
Divine attention held my foul, 
I vvas all ear ! 
Through all my powers the heavenly accents roll, 
I long'd and wifti'd my Bradbury there ; 
" Could he but hear thefe notes, I faid, 
** His tuneful foul would never bear 

N J « The 
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*• The dull unwindingof life's tedious tfarea 
'*« But burft the vital chords to reach the bapj 

And now my tongue prepares to join 
The harmony, and with a noble aim 

Attempts th' unutterable name> 
But faints, confounded by the notes divine : 
Again n\y foul th' unequal honour fought. 

Again her utmoft force (he brought^ 
And bow'd beneath the burden of th' unwield 

Thrice I eflay'd, and fainted thrice j 
Th' immortal labour ftrainM my feeWe frami 
Broke the bright vifion, and difFolv'd the drc 

I funk at once and loft the (kies : 

In vain I fought the fcenes of light 
Rolling abroad my longing eyes, 
Tot all around them ftood ray curtains and d 



Stria Religion very rare. 

T 'M borne aloft, and leave the crowd, 
■*' I fail upon a morning cloud 

Skirted with dawning gold : 
Mine eyes beneath the opening day 
Command the globe with wide furvey, 
Where ants in bufy millions play, 

And tug and hea^ the mould. 

*«- Are t^iefe the things (my pafllon cry'd) 
*< That we call men i Ar« thef« ally'd 



To the fair worlds of light ? 
bey have rasM out their Maker's namey 
raven on their minds with pointed flame 
In ftrokes divinely bright. 

Vetches ! they hate their native Ikies 5 

an ethereal thought arife, 

Or fpark of virtue fhine, 

'^ith cruel force they damp its'plumes, 

loke the young fire with fenfual fumes^ 

With bufinefs> luft, or wine^ 

> ! how they tlirong with panting breath 

The broad defcending road 

hat leads unerring down to death, 

Nor mifs the dark abode." 

18 while I drop a tear or two 

the wild herd, a noble few 

! to ftray upward, and purfu« 

'h* unbeaten way to God. 

xt Myrtillo mounting high» 

low his candid foul afar j 

; Dorylus and Thyrfis fly 

ach like a riiing ftar. 

rin I faw and Fidea there, 

V them help each other's flight, 

.nd blefs them as they go 5 

y foar beyond my labouring fight, 

I leave their loads of mortal care, 

ut not their love, below. 

K 4 On 
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On heaven, their home, they fix their eyes. 

The temple of their God : 
With morning incenfe up they rife 
Sublime, and through, the lower fkiet 

Spread the perfumes abroad. 

Acrofs the road a feraph flew, 

" Mark, (faid he) that happy pair, 

** Marriage helps devotion there : 

V When kindred minds their God purfue 

** They break, with double vigour througk 

** The dull incumbent air.'* 
Charm'd with the pleafurc and furprizc. 

My foul adores and fmgs, 
** Bleft be the power that fprings their flig'it, 
*« That ftreaks their path with heavenly light, 
*« That turns their love to facrifice, 

*< And joins their zeal for wings." 

ToMr. C. andS. FLEETWOOD. 

TJ»LEETWOODS, young generous pair, 

■*" Defpife the joys that fools purfue ; 

Bubbles are light and brittle too, 

Born of the water and the air. 
TryM by a ftandard bold and juft 
Honour and gold and paint and duft ; 

Hov vile the laft is, and as vain the firft ! 
Tilings that the crowd call great and brave. 
With me how low their value 's brought ! 

Ti 
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Titles and names, and life and breath, 
Slaves to the wind and born for death { 
The foul "s the only thing we have 
Worth an important thought. 

The foul ! 'tis of th* immortal kind. 

Nor form'd of fire, or earth, or wind, [behind. 
Oat-lives the mouldering corpfe, and leaves the globe 

In limbs of clay though (he appears, 
ArrayM in rofy ikin, and deckM with ears and eyes. 

The flefli is but the foul's difguife, 
There *s nothing in her frame kin to the drefs (he wears i 

From all the laws of matter free. 

From all we feel, and all we fee, 
She (lands eternally diftinfl, and mud for ever be* 

Rife then, my thoughts, on high. 
Soar beyond all that "s made to die | 
Lo ! on an awful throne 
Sits the Creator and the Judge of fouls. 
Whirling the planets round the poles. 
Winds ofFour threads of life, and brings our periods oa« 
Swift the approach, and folemn is the day. 
When this immortal mind 
Stript of the body's coarfe array 
To endlefs pain, or endlefs joy, 
Muft be at once conlign'd. 

Think of the fands run down to wafte. 
We po(Iefs none of all the paft, 

Non» 
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None but the prHimt is our own 5 
Grace is not placM within our povirer, 
'Tis but one flKH-t> one (hining hour, 
Bright and declining as a ieitmg ItiR. 
Sec the white minutes wing'd with haftc ; 
The Now that flies may be the laft ; 
Seize the faivation e'er 'tis paft. 
Nor mourn the bleiling gone : 
A thought's delay is ruin here, 
A clofing eye, a gafping breath. 
Shuts up the golden fcene in death. 
And drowns you in defpair. 



To WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, I 
Casimir. Lib. II. Od. 2. imitated. 
«« Quae teglt canas modo Bruma vallcs, &c. 

yi/f ARK how it fnows ! how faft the valley i 
^^^ And the fweet groves the ])oary garment vr< 
Yet the warm fun-beams bounding from the hill; 
Shall melt the vail away, and the young green a] 

But when old age has on your temples fhed 
Her filver-froft, tliere 's no returning fun ; 
Swift flies our autumn, fwift our fummer 's fled. 
When youth, and love, and fpriT;»gi and golden j< 
gone. 
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I cold« ami "wmtery smd your aged Gaow, 
faft upon you ; not the rich array, 
he green garland, nor the rofy bought 
cancel or conceal the melancholy grey. 

:hace of pleafures is not worth the pains, 
e tbe' bright lands of health run wafting down j 
honour calls you from the fofter fcenes, 
ill the gaudy hour for ages of renown. 

but one youth, and ftiort, that mortals have, 
one old age diflblves our feeble frame 5 
here 's a heavenly art t' elude the grave, 
with the hero-race immortal kindred claim. 

man that has his country^s facred tears 

«ving his cold hearfe, has livM his day : 

i, Blackbourn, we fliould leave our names our heirs ; 

ime and waning moons fweep all the reil away. 

TRUE MONARCHY. 

1701 

*HE rifing year beheld th' imperious Gaul 

Stretch his dominion, while a hundred towns 
ochM to the viftor : but a fteady foul 
ids firm on its own bafe, and reigns as wide, 
abfolute 5 and fways ten thoufand (laves, 
ts and wild fancies with a fovereign hand. 

V^e are a little kingdom ; but the man 
It chains his rebel will to reafon^s throne, 

Fofmt 
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Forms it a large one, whilft his ro3ral mind 
Makes heaven its council, from the rolls above 
Draws its own ftatutes, and with |oy obeys. 

'Tis not a troop of well-appointed guards 
Create a monarch, not a purple robe 
DyM in the peopk*« blood, not all the crowns 
Or dazzling ttars that bend about the head. 
Though gilt witk.fun-beams and fet round with ftan^ 
A monarch He that conquers all his fears. 
And treads upon them ; when he (lands alone. 
Makes his own camp ; four guardian virtues wait 
His nightly {lumbers, and fecure his dreams. 
Now dawns the light ; he ranges all his thoughts 
In fquare battalions, bold to meet th* attacks 
Of time and chance, himfelf a numerous hoft. 
All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day. 
Firm as a rock, and movelefs as the centre. 

In vain the harlot, pleafure, fprcads her charms^ 
To lull his thoughts in luxury's fair lap, 
'To fenfual eafe (the bane of little kings, 
Monarch s wbofe waxen images of fouls 
Are moulded into foftnefs) ; ftill his mind 
Wears its own fhape, nor can the heavenly form 
Stoop to be model'd by the wild decrees 
Of the mad vulgar, that unthinking herd. 

He lives above the crowd, nor hears the noife 
Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the fliouts 
Of popular applaufcj that empty found j 

4 Ksr 
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Nor feels the flying aiTows of reproach. 
Or fpite or envy. In himfelf fecure, 
Wifdom his tower, and confcience is his Aileld, 
His peace all inward, and his joys his own. 

Now my ambition fwells, my wifhcs foar. 
This be my kingdom : fit above the globe 
My rifing foul, and drefs thyfelf aiound 
And fliine in virtue's- armour, climb the height 
Of wifdom's lofty caftle, there refide 
Safe from the fmiling and the frowning world. 

Yet once a day drop down a gentle look 
On the great mole-hill, and with pitying eye 
Survey the biify emmets round the heap, 
Crouding and buftiing in a thoufand forms 
Of ftrife and toil, to purchafe wealth and fame^ 
A bubble or a duft : Then call thy thoughts 
Up to thyfelf to feed on joys unknown, 
Rich without gold, and great without renown.. 

TRUE COURAGE. 

! TTONOUR demands my fong. Forget the grountf. 
My generous Mufe, and fit amongft the ftar*! 
There fing the foul, that, confcious of her birth. 
Lives like a native of the vital world,, 
Amongft thefe dying clods, and bears her ftate 
Juft to herfelf : how nobly fhe maintains 
Her charafler, fuperior to the flcfli. 
She wields her pafEons like her limbs, and know* 
The brutal powers were only boin; t' obey. 

This. 
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nis is tlie nam whom Aoitiis couki never mtkM 
Meanly oompbiii ; nor can a flattering gale 
Make liam talk ptonHy : lie hath no deiire 
To read his iecret hitt : yet unconcernM 
And cx\m ceuld OMet his unborn deftmyp 
In all its dunnii^ or its frightful ihapes* 

He that tgmfluinking, and without a groan» 
Rears the Hrk wound, may flniih all the war 
With meer coungeous filence, and come off 
CoYiquenor : for the man that well conceals 
The heavy trofces of fate, he bears them welK 

He» thou^ th^ Atlantic and the Midland fcas 
With %dvtx^ fiuges me^ and rite on high 
Sufpended \wixt the winds, then ruih amain 
Mingled with fiames, upon his iingle head. 
And clouds, and ftars, and thunder, Arm he ftandsi 
Secure of his bcft life^ unhurt, unmcvM ; 
And drops his Io^r^h* nature^ bom for death* 
Then from the lefty caftlc of his mind 
S^ablime looks down, exulting, and furveys 
The ruins of creation (Souls alone 
Are heirs of dying worlds) ; a piercing glance 
Shoots upwards from between his clofing Udn 
To re^ich his birth-place, and without a figh 
He bids his batterM fleh lie gently down 
Amongft his natix-e rubbifti ; whilft the Spirit 
Breathes and ilics upward, an undoubted guelb 
Of the thin) hcavtn, th** unruiaablc ihy. 

Thidi 
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Thither, when fatt has brought our willing fouUi 
No matter whether 'twas i (harp difeafe, 
Or a fharp fword that help'd the traveUers on, 
And pufhM us to our home. Bear up, my friend^ 
Serenely, and break through the ftormy brine 
With fteady prow ; know, we (hall once amre 
At the fair haven of eternal blifs. 
To which we ever fteer j whether as kings 
Of wide command we 've fpread the fpacrout fea 
With a broad painted fleet, or rowM along 
In a thin cock-boat with a little oar. 

There )et my native plank (hift me to land 
And I Ml be happy : Thus 1*11 leap a(hore 
Joyful and fearlefs on th' immortal coaft. 
Since all I leave is mortal, and it muft be lo((. 

^0 the mucl) honoured Mr. Thomas Rows, 
the Direflor of my youthful Studies. 

FREE PHILOSOPHY. 

/CUSTOM, that tyranncfs of fools, 

^^ That leads the learned round the Ichools, 

In magic chains of forms and rules 1 

My genius ftorms her throne : 
No more, ye flavrs, with awe profound 
Beat the dull track, nor dance the round ; 
Looie hands, and quit th' inchantcd ground i 

Knowledge invites us each alone. 

I hate 
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I hate thefe fhackles of the mind 

ForgM by the haughty wife 5 
Souls v/ere not born to be confin''d. 
And led, like Samfon, blind and bound f 
But when his native ftrength he found 

He well aveng'd his eyes. 
I love thy gentle influence, Rowe, 
Thy gentle influence, like the fun. 
Only diflblves the frozen fnow. 
Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow. 
And chufe the channels where they run. 

Thoughts (hould be free as fire or wind | 
The pinions of a fingle naind 

Will through all nature fly : 

But who can drag up to the poles 

Long fetter'd ranks of leaden fouls ? 

A genius which no chain controuls 

' Roves with delight, or deep, or high r 

Swift I furvey the globe around. 
Dive to the centre through the folid ground> 

Or travel o^er the flcy. 

To the Reverend Mr. B E N O N I R 

The Way of the Multitu; 

Xy OWE, if we make the crowd our guid 

Through life's uncertain road. 
Mean is the chafe ; and wandering wide 
We mifs tL' inuirortal good j, 
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Yet if my thoughts could be confined 
To follow any leader-mind, 
I M mark thy fteps, and tread the fame 1 
Breft in thy notions I M appear 
Kot like a foul of mortal frame. 
Nor with a vulgar air. 

Men live at random and by chance. 

Bright rcafon never Iead$ the dance ; 
Whilft in the broad and beaten way 

O'er dales and hills from truth we llray. 
To ruin we defcend^ to ruin we adv?incc. 

Wifdom retires 5 ihe hates the crowd. 
And with a decent fcorn 
Aloof fhe climbs her fteepy feat. 
Where nor the grave nor giddy feet, 
Of the learn'd vulgar or the rude. 

Have e^r a paflage worn. 

Meer hazard lirft began the track, 
Where cuftom leads her thoufands blind 

In willing chains and ftrong ; 
There 's fcarce one bold, one noble mind. 
Dares tread the fatal error back ; 
But hand ii^ hand ourfelves we bind. 

And drag the age along. 

Vlortals, a favage herd, and loud 
is billows on a noify flood 

Q In 
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In rapid omder roll : 
Example makes the mifchief good : 
With jocund heel we beat the road, 

Unheedful of the goal. 
Mc let * Ithuriel's friendly wing 
Snatch from the crowd, and bear fublimc 

To wifdom^s lofty tower. 
Thence to farvey that wretched thing. 
Mankind ; and in exalted rhyme 

Blefs the delivering power. 

To the Reverend Mr. JOHN HOWE. 

>7< 
/^ RE AT man, permit the Mufe to climb 
^^ And feat her at thy feet. 
Bid her attempt a thought fublime, • 

And confecrate her wit. 
I feel, I feel th' attraaive force 

Of thy faperior foul : 
My chariot flies her upward courfe. 

The wheels divinely roll. 
Now let me chide the mean affairs 

And mighty toil of men : 
How they grow grey in trifling cares. 
Or wade the motions of the fpheret 

Upon delights a$ vain I 

Ap 

^ The name of an angel in Milton's Paradife Loi 
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. pufF of honour fills the mind, 
.nd yellow duft is folid good ; 
'hus, like the afs of favage kind, 
^c fnufF the breezes of the wind. 
Or fteal the ferpent^s fuod. 

Could all the choirs 

That charm the poles 
But ftrike one doleful found, 
fwould be employed to mourn our fouls, 
ouls that were framM of fprightly fires 

In floods of folly drownM. 
ouls made of glpry feek a brutal joy ; 
How they difclaim their heavenly birth, 
!elt their bright fubftance down with droffy earth, 
ind hate to be refin'd from that impure alloy. 

)ft has thy genius rouzM us hence 

With elevated fong, 
lid us renounce this world of fenfe, 
W us divide th' immortal prize 

With the feraphic throng : 
' Knowledge and love makes fpirits blcfl« 

Knowledge their food, and love their refl ;" 

Bt flefh, th' unmanageable beaft, 

cfifts the -pity of thine eyes. 

And mufic of thy tongue. 

hen let the worms of groveling mind 

2und the fhort joys of earthly kind 

In refllefs windings roam ; 

O % Howe 
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Howe hath- an ample orb of foul, 
Where (hining worlds of knowledge roll. 
Where love, the centre and the pole, 
Compleats the heaven at home. 

The Disappointment and R % l 1 1 

\T I RTUE, permit my fancy to impoie 

Upon my better powers ; 
She cafts fw^et fallacies on half our woety 

And gilds the gloomy hours. 

How could we bear this tedious round 

Of waning moons, and rolling years^ 

Of flaming hopes, and chilling fears» 

If (where no fovereign cure appears) 

No opiates could be found. 

Love, the moil cordial ftieam tliat flowt, 
Is a deceitful good t 
Young Doris, who nor guilt nor danger knows. 

On the green marghi ftood, 
PleasM with the golden bubbles as they rofe. 
And with more golden fands her fsmcy pav*d the fio 
Then fond to be entirely blcft. 
And tempted by a faithlefs yout\ 
As void of goodnefs as of truth. 
She plunges in with heedlefs hafte^ 
And rears the nether mud ; 

X>ar1i 
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Darknefs and naufeoiis dregs arife 
cr thy fair current, love, with large fupplies 
"pain to teaze the heart, and forrow for the eyes. 
The golden blifs that charmM her fight 

Is da(hM, and drownM, and loft : 
A fpark, or gl^mering fti oak at moft. 
Shines here and there, amidft the night, 
midft the turbid waves, and gives a faint delight, 

RecoverM from the fad fdrprizey 

Doris awakes at laft. 
Grown by the difappointment wife 5 
lod manages with art tV unlucky caft 5 

When the lowering frown flie fpies 

On her haughty tyrant's brow, 
^ith humble love (he meets his wrathful eyes. 
And makes her fovereign beauty bow ; 
!bearful (he fmiles upon the grizly form 5 
Ihines the fetting fun on adverfe (kies. 
And paints a rainbow on the dorm, 
inon (he lets the fullen humour fpend. 
And with a virtuous book, or friend. 

Beguiles th'uneafy hours : 
Well-colouring every crofs (he meets. 
With heart ferene (he deeps and cats, 
She fpreads her board with fancyM fweetf,. 
And ilrows her bed with flowers. 
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The Hero's School of Morality. 

'T^ HERON, amongft his travels^ found, 

■*' A broken ftatue on the groun(|^ 
And fearching onward as he went ^ 
lie tracM a ruinM monument. 
Mould, mofs, and (hades, had overgrown 
The fculpture of the crumbling ftonc^ 
Yet e'er he paft, with much ado, 
He guefs'd, and fpeird out, Sci-Pi-b. 

** Enough, he cry'd j I '11 di*udgc igio more 
*« In turning the dull Stoics o'er ; 
** Let pedants wafte their -hours of eafe 
** To fweat all night at Socrates j 
** And feed their boys, with notes and rules, 
** Thofe ted'ous Recipe's of fchools, 
** To cure ambition : I can learn 
** With greater eafe the great concern 
** Of mortals j how we may defpife 
** All the gay things below the fldes, 

" Methinks a mouldering pyramid ; 
«* Says all that the old fages faid 5 
•* For me thefe (hatter'd tombs contain 
** More morals than the Vatican. 
•« The duft of heroes caft abroad, 
**< And kick'd, and trampled in the ro;uI, 

7 . «« Tl 
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cks of a. lofty mind, 
ely wars and crowns defignM, 
a jeft from wind to wind, 
)e humble, and forbear 
numents of fame to rear, 
i but caftles in the air. 
ering heights, and frightful falls, 
rd heaps, and funerals, 
king kingdoms and their kings, 
a thoufand mournful things 
icholy filence. 



\ 



-He 



I 



ing could not bear to fee 

I, now lies torn and dead ; 
pale trunk, and there his head; 

►mpey ! while I meditate, 
emn horror, thy fad fate, 
:afe, fcatterM on the (hore 
^ name, inftrufls me more 
Y whole library before. 

II, my Plutarch, then, and flccp, 
good Seneca may keep 

umes closM for ever too, 
) further ufe for you : 
1 I feel my virtue fail, 
ambitious thoughts pi-evail, 
a turn among the tombs, 
whereto all glory comes : 

O 4. « Tbeiie 
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•« There the vile foot of cx'cry down 
** Tramples the fons of honour dowiu 
** Beggars with awful aihes fpoit, 
« And tread the Caefars in the dirt.'* 

FREEDOM. 

np E M P T me ho more. My foul can ne'er con 
'■' With' the gay flaveries of a court : 

I 've an avcrfion to thofe charms. 
And hug dear liberty in both mine arms. ' 

Go, vaffal-fouls, go, cringe and wait, 
And dance attendance at Honorio's gate. 
Then run in troops before him to compofc his ftatt 
Move as he moves : and when he loiters, ftand ^ 

You 're but the fhadows of a man. 

Bend when he fpeaks ; and kifs the ground : 

Go, catch th' impertinence of found : 

Adore t!ie follies of the great ; 
Wait till he fmiles : But lo, the idol frown'd 
And drove them to their fate. 

Thus bafe-born minds : but as for Me, 

I can and will be free : 
Xike a ftrong mountain, or fome (lately tree. 

My foul grows firm upright. 
And as I ftand, and as I go. 

It keeps my body fo ; 

No, I can never part with my creation -right. 
Let Haves and aifes (loop and bow, 

7 I. 
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cannot make this iron knee 

d to a meaner power than that which form*d it free. 

^hus my bold harp profufely play' J 
darical ; then on a branchy (hade 
ing my hai-p aloft, myfelf beneath it laid, 
lature that liden'd to my ilrain, 
um'd the theme, and a£led it again, f 
udden rofe a whirling wind 
welling like Honorio proud, 
Ground the ftraws and feathers crowd, | 

Types of a flaviih mind ; I 

Jpwards the ftormy forces rife, 
The du(l flies up and climbs the ikies, 
d as the tempeft fell th' obedient vapours funk : 
ain it roars with bellowing found. 
The meaner plants that grew around, 
e willow, and the afp, trembled and kifs'd tht 

ground z 
lard by there ftood the iron trunk 
an old oak, and all the ftorm dcfy'd j 
n vain the winds their forces try'd, 
n vain they roarM 5 the iron oak 
w'd only to the heavenly thunder's ftrokfr. 



On 
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On Mr. Locke's Annotations up 
Parts of the New Teftament, left b; 
at his Death. 



'Tp HU S reafon learns by flow degrees, 
■■' What faith reveals j but (till compl 
Of intelle£lual paios, 

-Anii darknefs from the too exuberant light 
The blaze of thofe bright myfteries 
PourM all at once on natui'e^s eyes 
Offend and cloud her feeble fight. 

Reafon could fcarce fuftain to fee 
Th' Almighty One, th' Eternal Three, 
Or bear the infant Deity ; 
Scarce could her pride defcend to own 
Her Makci* (looping from his throne. 
And dreft in glories fo unknown. 
A ranfom'd world, a bleeding God, 
And heaven appeased with flowing blood 
Were themes too painful to be undci-ftood. 

Faith, thou bnght cherub, fpeak, and f 

Did ever mind of mortal race 

Coft thee more toil, or larger grace. 

To melt and bend it to obey. 
'Twas hard to make fo rich a foul fubmit, 
And lay her fhining honours at thy fovereii 
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Sifter of faith, fafr charity, 
Shew roe the wondrous man on high. 
Tell how he fees the Godhead Three in One j 
Thebrijjht conviilion fills his eye, 
lis nobkft powers in deep proftration lie 

At the myfterious throne. 
** Forgive, he cries, ye faints below, 
** The wavering and the cold aflfent 
** I gave to themes divinely true j 
** Can you admit the blcffed to repent? 

«* Eternal darkncfs vail the lines 
"Of that unhappy book. 
Where glimmering reafon with falfe luftre flilnes, 
** Where the mortal pen miftook 

« What the celeftial meant !" 

TRUE RICHES, 

r A.M not concerned to know 

What to-morrow fate will do : 
ris enough that I can fay, 
'. 've poffefsM myfelf to-day ; 
Then if haply midnight-death 
Seize my flefli, and ftop my breath, 
Yet to-morrow I (hall be 
Hsir to the beft part of me. 

Glittering ftones, and golden things, 
Wcahh and honours that have wings, 
^vcr fluttering to be gone, ^' 

^ could never call my own : -^ 

R'ches 
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Riches that the world beftows. 
She can take, and I can lofe ; 
But the treafures that arc mine 
Lie afar beyond her line. 
When I view my fpacious foul. 
And furvey myfelf awhole. 
And enjoy myfelf alone, 
I *ra a kingv-lom of my own* 

I 've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never feen. 
Rich as Eden's happy ground. 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the ihining boughs 
Knowledge fair and ufelefs grows j 
On the fame young flowery tree 
All the feafons you may fee ; 
Notions in the bloom of light, 
Juft difclofmg to the fight; 
Here are thoughts of larger rowth, 
Ripening into folid truth j 
Fruits refin'd, of noble tafte j 
Seraphs feed on fuch repaft. 
Here, in a green and (hady grove, 
Streams of pleafure mix with love : 
There beneath the fmiling (kies 
Hills of contemplation rife ; 
Now upon fome ihining top 
Angels light, and call me upi 
I rejqice to raife my feet, 
Both r^oice when there we meet. 
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*here are endlefs beauties more 
:h hath no refemblance for ; 
ling like them round the pole, 
ling can defcribe the foul t 

a region half unknown, 
t has treafures of its own, 
e remote from public view 
n the bowels of Peru ; 
ider 'tis, and brighter far, 
n the golden Indies are ; 
s that trace the watery ftage ^ 
not coaft it in an age $ 
:s, or horfes, ilrong and fleet, 

they wings to help their feet. 
Id not run it half way o'er 
:n thoufand days and more. 

et the filly wandering mind, 
I to be too much confin'd, 
:s and takes her daily tours, 
ling round the narrow (hores, 
ow fliores of fle/h and fenfe, 
ing (hells and pebbled thence c 
lie fits at fancy's door, 
ing (hapes and (hadows to her, 
ign vifits ftill receiving, 
t" herfelf a ftranger living, 
;r, never would (he buy 
in duft, or Tyrian dye. 
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Never trade abroad for more^ 
If flie favv lier native ftore ; 
If her inward worth were known. 
She might ever live alone. 

The Adveaturous Muse. 

T T R ANT A takes h^v morning flight 
^^ With an inimitable wing : 

Through rifing deluges of dawning light 

She cleaves her wondrous way. 
She tunes immortal jinthems to the growing day; 
t^or * Rapin gives her rules to fly, nor f Puree 
notes to fing. 

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears [Hu 

Where lie the pointed rocks, or where th' ingulphii 
Climbing the liquid mountains of the flues 
She meets defcending angels as flie flies, 

Nor aflcs them where their country lies, 
Or where the fea-marks ftand. 

TouchM with an empyreal ray 
She fprings, unerring, upward to eternal day, 

Spreads her white fails aloft, and fleers. 
With bold and fafe attempt, to the celeflial land. 

Whil 



• A French Gritick. 

f An Englifli mafler of mufc* 



LYRIC POEMS, Book II. ao; 

^^hilft little flcifFs along the mortal fliorcs 

With humble toil in order creep, 
onfting in fight of one another's oars. 

Nor venture through the boundlefs deep. 

Such low pretending fouls arc they 
^ho dwell inclos'^d in folid orbs of ikull ; 

Plodding along their fober way, 
lie fnail o>rtak.es them in their wildeft play, 
■/"hile the poor labourers fweat to be corredll) dull. 

•ive me the chariot whofe diviner wheels 

Mark their own rout, and unconiinM 

Bound o'er the everlafting hills, 
.nd lofc the clouds below, and leave the ftars behind^ 

Give me the Mufe whofe generous force, 
Impatient of the reins, 

Purfues an unattempted courfe, 
Irealcs all the criticks iron chains, 
Lnd bears to paradife the raptiirM mind* 

Tbei-e Milton dwells s The mortal fung 

Themes not prefum'd by mortal tongue j 

New terrors, or new glories, fliinc 
n every page, and flying fcenes divine 
iurprize the wondering fenfe, and draw our fouls along. 

Behold his Mufe fent out f explore 
The unapparent deep where waves of Chaos roar. 

And realms of night unknown before. 

She trac''d a glorious path unknown. 

Through 
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Through fields of heavenly war, and feraphs overt! 

Where his adventurous genius led : 
Sovereign Ihe fram'd a model of her own. 

Nor thankM the living'nor the dead. 
The noble hater of degenerate thyme 
Shook off the chains, and built his verfe fublime 
A monument too high for coupled ibvnds to ciin 

He mourned the garden loft below ; 

(Earth i« the fcene for tuneful woe) 

Now blifs beats high in all his veins. 

Now the loft Eden h^ regains. 
Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unrivalM ftr. 

Immortal bard 1 Thus thy own Raphael fings. 

And knows no rule but native fire : 
All heaven fits filent, while to his fovereign ftiinj 

He talks unutterable things ; 
With graces infinite his untaught fingers xove 
Acrofs the golden lyre : 
From every note devotion fprings. 
Rapture, and harmony, and love, 
O^rfpread the liftcning choir« 
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To Mr. NICHOLAS CLARK. 
THE COMPLAINT. 

jrjpvV AS in a vale where ofiers grow 
•*- By murmuring ft reams we told our woe. 
And mingled all our cares': 

Priendfhip fat pleasM in both our eyes, 

[n both the weeping dews arife. 
And drop alternate tears. 

The vigorous monarch of the day 
Now mounting half his morning way 

Shone with a faintor bright ; 
StiU fickeningy and decaying Hill, 
Dimly he wanderM up the hill. 

With his expiring light. 

!i dark eclipfe his chariot roll'd, 
he queen of night obfcur'd his gold 

Behind her fable wheels j 
ture grew fad to lofe the day, 
e flowery vales in mourning lay. 
In mourning ftood the hills. 

\ are our forrows, Clark, I cry'd, 
ds of the brain grow black, and hide 
lur darkened fouls behind j 
' young morning of our years 
\per".ng fogs have climbM the fpheres, 
nd choke the labouring mind. 

P Lo, 
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Xo, the gay planet rears his head. 
And overlooks the lofty fliade, 

Kew-brightening all the ikies s 
But fay, dear partner of my moan. 
When will our long eclipfe be gone^ 
Or when our funs arile ? 

In vain are potent herbs apply'd, 

Harmonious founds in vain have try*d 

To make the darknefs fly s 

* But drugs would raife the dead as (bony 

Or clattering brafs relieve the moon^ 

When fainting in the iky. 

Some friendly fpirit from above. 
Born of the light, and nurft with loye, 

Aflift our feebler fires : 
Force thefe invading glooms away ; 
Souls fhould be feen quite through their clay. 

Bright as your heavenly choirs. 

But if the fogs raufl: danip the flame. 
Gently, kind death, diflblve oiir frame, 

Releafe the prifoner-mind : 
Our fouls (hall mount, at thy dlfcharge. 
To their bright fource, and (hine at large 

Nor clouded j nor confin d. 
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rhc Afflictions of a Friend. 

1702 
O W let my cares all buryM lie, 



r 



My griefs for ever dumb : 
jr forrows fwell my heart Co high, 
rhey leave my own no room. 

cnefs and pains are quite forgot, 
The fpleen itfelf is gone ; 
ngM in your woes I feel them not, 
3r feel them all in one. 

inite grief puts fenfe to flight, 
\nd all the foul invades : 
the broad gloom of fpreading night 
[>evours the evening fhades. 

lus am I bom to be unbleft ! 
Phis fympathy of woe 
ives my own tyrants from my breaft 
T* admit a foreign foe. 

rrows in long fucce/fion reign ; 
Their iron rod I feel : 
iendfhip has only chang'd the chain. 
But I'm the prifoner ftill. 

'hy was this life for mifery made ? 
Or why drawn out fo long ? 
there no room amongft the dead ? 
Or is a wretch too young ? 

P » Mgvt 



■^1% WATTS'S POEMS. 

Move fafter on, great nature's wheel. 

Be kind, ye rolling powers. 
Hurl my days headlong down the hill 

With undiftinguifhM hours. 

Be dufky, all my riling funs. 

Nor fraile upon a flave : 
Darknefs, and death, make hafte at once 

To hide me in the grave. 

The Reverfe ; Or, The Comforts of a Friend. 

''T^ HUS nature tun'd her mournful tongue, 
-*■ Till grace lift up her head, 
Revers'd the forrow and the fong. 
And, fmiling, thus (he faid : 

Were kindred fpirits born for cares ? 

Muft every grief be mine ? 
Is there a fynipathy in tears, 

Yet joys refofe to join ? 

Forbid it, heaven, and raife my love, 

And make our joys the fame : 
So'blifs and friendfhip joinM above 

Mix an immortal flame. 

Sorrows are loft in vaft delight 

That brightens all the foul. 
As deluges of dawning light 

Overwhelm the duiky pole. 

Fleafun 
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ifares in long fucceinon reign, 
\.nd all my powers employ : 
rndfhip but fliifts the pleaiing fcene, 
Lnd frelh repeats the joy. 

: has a foft and filver thread, 
for is it' drawn too long ; 
, when my vafter hopes perfuade, 
"m willing to be gone. 

as ye pleafe roll down the hill, 
Jid hafte away, my years } 
[ can wait my father^s will, , 

..nd dwell beneath the fpheres. 

r glorious, every future fun, 
ild all my following days, 
make the laft dear moment known 
y well-diftinguifliM rays* 

!ie Right Honourable John Lord C u t t s. 
At the Siegfi of Namur. 
The Hardy Soldier. 

■\ WHY is man fo thoughtlcfs grown ? 
y « Why guilty fouls in hafte to die t 
■nturing the leap to worlds unknown, 
edlefs to arms and blood they ily» 

P 31 "Art. 
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** Are lives but worth a ibldier^t pay ?. 
" Why will ye join fucb wide extreooesy 
" And flake iipmorcal Ibuls, in play 
** At defperate chance, apd bloody garnet ? 

** Valour 's a nobler turn of thought, 
** Whofe pardonM guilt forbids her fears s 
•* Calmly flie meets the deadly (hot I 
** Secure of life above the ftars. 

*« But frenzy dares eternal fate, 

** And, fpurr'd with honour^s airy dreams, 

" Flies to attack th' infernal gate, 

<< And force a paflage to the flames/* 

Thus hovering o'er Namuria's plains. 
Sung heavenly love in.Qabriere form t 
Young Thrafo left the moving ftrainst 
And vowM to pray before the ftorm. 

Anon the thundering truknpet calls j 
Vows are but wind, the hero cries 5 
Tbep fw^ars by heaven, and fcaks tht walla^ 
Drops in the ditch, defpairs, and dies. 

Burning feveral Poems of Ovid, Martitl, 
Oldham, Dryden, &c. 

X70] 

T JUDGE the Mufe of lewd dtCirt i 

^ Her fona to darknefs, and her works to fire. 

In vain the flatteries of their wit 
Nawr with a melting ftrain,, now with an heavenly fli 
7 W01 
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cmpt my virtue w approve 

\y tindtn df a lawleft love. 

:« drcft^ I They can appear 

icft, cool, divinely ftiir, 

a Cato^s eye ; but all within^ 

pudence^ and fire, and ugly raging fin* 

•ra, die in endlefs (hame» 
oftitute of blackeft farne^ 
thy falfe array, 
id all ye wilder pens 
rn iyft, who gild our fcenes, 
Britifli ftage, and pttnt damnatlcn gay, 
rour miftrefs to the dead ; 
-a dies, her imps (hould wait upon her Utode* 

1, * of noble blood and mind'» 
;ver (hine his name !} 
1 approachM, bis foul refinM, 
his loofer fonnets to the flame. 

bum, he cryM with facred rage» 
s the due of every page, 
:he fate. (But O indulgent heaven ! 
he Mufe, and yet the man forgiven !) 

my fongs : For not the filver Thalxies 
^yber with his yellow (breams 
fs currents rolling to the main, 

dilute the poifon, or walh out the ftaiB*** 

*£arlofRocbefter. 

P4 s* 
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So Mofes by divine commaQd 
Forbid the leprous houfe to ftand 
When deep the fatal fpot was grown. 
^ 3reak down the timber* and dig up the fione.^ 

To Mrs. B. B E N D I S H. 

AGAINST TEARS. 

1699. 

MADAM, perfuade me tears are good 
To wafh our mortal cares away j 
Thefe eyes (hall weep a fudden flood* 
And ftream into a briny Tea* 

Or if thefe orbs are hard and dry, 
(Thefe orbs that never ufe to rain) 
Some ftar dire6l me where to buy 
One fovereign drop for all my pain. 

Were both the golden Indies miney 
I M give both Indies for a tear : 
I 'd barter all but what 's divine i 
Nor ihall I think the bargain dear. 

But tears, alas ! are trifling things, 
They rather fped than heal our woe j 
Prom trickling eyes new forrow fprings* 
A* weeds in rainy feafons grow, 

7 Thu 
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s weeping urges weeping on ; 
iin our miferies hope relief^ 
}ne drop calls another down, 
we arc drown'd in feas of grief. 

1 let thefe ufclefs dreams be ftaid, 
r native courage on your face : 
e vulgar things were never made 
ouls of. a fuperior race. % 

s a rugged path you go, 

thoufand foes your fteps Airround, 

d the thorns down, charge through the foe s 

hardeft fight is higheft crown'd. 



iw HAPPY MATCHES. 

Aug. 1 701. 

.Y, mighty Love, and teach my fong. 
To whom thy fweeteft joys belong^ 
id who the happy pairs 
•fe yielding hearts, and joining hands^ 
bleflings twifted with their bands, 
> foften all their cares. 

>t the wild herd of nymphs and fwain* 

thoughtlefs fly into thy chains, 
i cuftom leads the way : 
:re be blifs without defign, 

and oaks may grow and twine, 

be as bleft as they. 
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Not fordid fouls of earthy mould 
Who drawn by kindred charms of gold 

To dull embraces more : 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rufli to wealthy marriage too» 

And make a world of love. 

Not the mad tribe that hell infpiret 
With wanton flames ; thofe raging fires 

The purer blifs deftroy : 
On Etna's top let Furies wed. 
And (heets of lightning drefs the bed 

T* improve the burning joy. 

Nor the dull pairs whofe marble forms 
None of the melting paiiions warms. 

Can mingle hearts and hands t 
Logs of green wood that quench the coals 
Are marryM juft like Stoic fouls. 

With oHers for their bands. 

Not minds of melancholy ftrain. 
Still iilent, or that (till complain. 

Can the dear bondage blefs : 
As well may heavenly concerts fpring 
From two old lutes with ne*er a firing. 

Or none befides the bafs. 

Nor can the foft enchantments hold 
Two jarring fouls of angry mouldy 
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lie ragged and the keen t 
ifon's young foxes niight as well 
•onds of chearful wedlock dwell, 
lith firebrands ty'd between. 

let the cruel fetters bind 
en tie to a iavage mind $ 
)r Love abhors the fight : 
e the fierce tiger from the deef, 
native rage and nativ^ fear 
ife and forbid delight. 

» kindefl fouls alone mofl meet, 
friendfhip makes the bondage fwoetf 
nd feeds their mutual loves t 
ht Venus on her rolling throne 
nwn by gentleft birds alone, 
nd Cupids yoke the doves. 



'o DAVID POLHILL, Efq; 

An E P I S T L E. 

December xyos* 

ST ufelefs fouls to woods retreat | 
Polhill (hould leave a country feat 
in virtue bids him dare be great* 

Nor 



} 
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Nor Kent*, norSuflTex*, fliould have channtj 
While liberty, with loud alarms, 
Calls you to couQfeU and to arms. 

Lewis, by fawning (laves adorM, 
Bids you receive a f bafe-bom lord ; 
Awake your cares ! awake your fword ! 

Fa£lions amongft the % Britons rife. 
And warring tongues, and wild furraifc. 
And burning zeal without her eyes. 

A vote decides the blind debate ; 
Refolv'd, " 'tis of diviner weight, 
«< To fave the ftceple, than the ftatc.** 

The bold § machine is form*d and joinM 
To ftretch the confciei)ce, and to bind 
The native freedom of the mind. 

Your grandfire (hades with jealous eye 
Frown down to fee their offspring lie 
Carelefs, and let their country die. 



* His country-feat and dwelling, 
•f- The Pretender, proclaimed King in Frani 
X The parliament. 
.4 The bill againft occafional confdrmity, 17 
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If • Trcvia fear to let you ftand 
Againft the Gaul with fpear in hand, 
At leaft t Petition for the land. 

The celebrated Viftory of the Poles over Ofmaii 
the Turkifh Emperor in the Dacian Battle. 

Tranflatcd fronl Cafiraire, B. IV. Od. 4. with large 
Additions. 

pADOR the old, the wealthy, and the rfrong, 

^ Chearful in years (nor of the heroic Mufe 

Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair pofTeflions 

Where flows the fruitful Danube : Seventy fprings 

SmiPd on his feed, and feventy harveft-moons 

Fiird his wide granaries with autumnal joy : 

Still he refunrd the toil : and fame reports, 

While he broke up new ground, and tir'd his plougli 

In grafly furrows, the torn earth difclosM 

Helmets, and fwords (bright furniture of war 

)lreping in ruft) and heaps of mighty bones. 

The fun cfefcending to the weftern deep 

lid him lie down and reft ; he loosM the yokt, 

^et held his wearied oxen from their food 

\^ith charming numbers, and uncommon fong. 

• Mrs. Polhill of the family oPLord Trevor, 
f Mr. Polhill was one of thofe five zealous gentle- 
en who prefented the famous Kentifh petition to the 
rliament, in the reign of King William, to kaftcn 
;ir fupplies in order to fuppjrt the king in his war 
ch France. 

f Go, 
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Go, fellow-labourersy you may mv« (kcnrtf 
Or feed befide me ; tafte the greens and bought 
That you have long forgot 5 crop the fweet herb. 
And graze in fafety, while the viftor Pole 
Leans on his fpear, and breathes ; yet ftitl his eye 
Jealous and fierce. How large, old foldier, fay. 
How fair a harveft of the flaughter'd Turks 
StrewM the Moldavian fields ? What mighty piles 
Of vaft deftru£lion, and of Thracian dead. 
Fill and amaie my eyes ? Broad bucklers lie 
(A vain defence) fpread o'er the pathlefs hills. 
And coats of fcaly fteel, and hard habergeon, 
Deep-bruisM and empty of Mahonietan limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a boy, 
I was their captive, and remind their drefs:) 
Here the Poloftians dreadful march*d along 
In auguft port, and regular array. 
Led on to conqueft : Here the Turkiih chief 
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude order ranged 
His long battalions, while his populous towns 
Pour'd out frcfti troops perpetual, dreft in arms. 
Horrent in mail, and gay in fpanglcd pride. 

O the dire image of the bloody fight 
Thefe eyes have feen, when the capacious plain 
Was throng'd with Dacian fpears j when polilh'd hcli 
And convex gold blazM thick againft the fua 
Keftoring all his beams ! but frowning War 
All gloomy, like a gathered tempeft, ftood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fall. 

Tl 
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\c ftorm of miflivc ftcel delay'd a while 
/ife command ; fledgM arrows on the nerve j 
fcymiter and fabre bore the Ihcath 
ftant ; till the hollow brazen clouds 
bellow'd from each quarter of the field 
I thunder, and difgorg'd their fulphurous fira. 
1 banners wav'd, and arras were mixM with arms 5 
1 javelins anfwer'd javelins as they fled, 
>oth fled hifflng death : With adverfe edge 
crooked fauchions met ; and hideous noife 
1 clalhing fliields, through the long ranks of war, 
g'd horrible. A thoufand iron ftorms 
' diverfe : and in har(h confufion drown 
trumpets filver found. O rude effort 
armony ! not all the frozen ftores 
le cold North, when pour*d in rattling hail, 
with fuch madnefs the Norwegian plains, 

> torment the ear. Scarce founds fo far 
direful fragor, when fome fouthern blaft 
*s from the Alps a ridge of knotty oaks 

> fangM, and ancient tenants of the rock t 
maffy fragment, many a rood in length, 

h hideous crafh, rolls down the ruggfed cliff 

Ulefs, plunging in the fubje^t lake 

10, or Lugaine j th' afflifted waters roar, 

t various thunder all the valley fills, 

1 was the noife of war : the troubled air 

iplains aloud, and propagates the din 

neighbouring regions ; rocks and lofty hills 

; the impetuous echoes round the (ky. 

Uproar, 



«i4 WATTS'S POEMS. 

Uproar, revenge, and rage, and hate, appear 
In all their murderous forms $ and flame and blood 
And fweat and duft array the broad campaign 
In horror : hafty feet, and fparkling eyesy 
And all the favage paflions of the foul, 
Engage in the warm bafinefs of the day. 
Here mingling hands, but with no friendly gripe. 
Join in the fight ; and breafts in clofe embrace. 
But mortal as the iron arms of death. 
Here words auftere, of perilous command, 
And valour fwift t* obey ; bold feats of arms 
Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate. 
Shine through the field with more furprizing brightt 
Than glittering helms or fpears. What loud appla 
(Beft meed of warlike toil) what manly fhouts. 
And yeJls unmanly through the battle ring! 
And fudden wrath dies into endlefs fame. 

Long did the fate of war hang dubious. Here 
Stood the more numerous Turk, the valiant Pole 
Fought here ; more dreadful, though with lefler win 

But what the Dabets or the coward foul 
Of a Cydonian, what the fearful crowds 
Of bafe CiliciansTcaping from the flaughter. 
Of Parthian beafts, with all iheir racing riders. 
What could they mean again ft th' intrepid breaft 
Of the purfuing foe ? Th** impetuous Poles 
Rufh here, and here the Lithuanian horfe 
Priye down upon them like a double bolt 
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Of kir.dled thunder raging through the fky 

On founding wheels ; or as feme mighty flood 

Rolls his two torrents down a dreadful fteep 

Precipitant, and bears along the ftream 

Rocks, woods, and tiees, with all the grazing herd, 

And tumbles lofty forefts headlong to the plain. 

The bold Boruflian fmoaking from afar 
Moves like a temped in a dufky cloud, 
And imitates th' artillery of heaven. 
The lightning and the roar. Amazing fcene ! 
What fliowers of mortal hail, what flaky fires 
Burft from the darknefs I while their cohorts firm 
Met the like thunder, and an equal ftorm. 
From hoftile troops, but with a braver mind. 
Undaunted bofoms tempt the edge of war, 
And rufh on the iharp point ; while baleful mifchiefs, 
Deaths, and bright dangers flew acrofs the field 
Thick and continual, and a thoufand fouls 
Fled murmuring through their wounds. I flood aloof, 
For 'twas unfafe to come within the wind 
Of Ruffian banners, when with whizzing found. 
Eager of glory, and profufe of life. 
They bore down fearlefs on the charging foes, 
And drove them backward. Then the Turkifli moons 
Wandered in difarray. A dark eclipfe 
HuDg on the filver crefcent, boding night. 
Long night, to all her fons : at length difroVd 
, The ftandards fell : the barbarous enfigns torn 
Fled with the wind, the fport of angry heaven « 

Q^ And 
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And a large cloud of infantry and borfe 
Scattering in wild diforder, fpread die plain. 

Not noife, nor number, nor the brawny liAib» 
Nor high-built fizc prevails : *Ti8 courage fights, 
*Ti8 courage conquers. So whole forefts fall 
(A fpacious ruin) by one fingle axe. 
And fteel well-iharpned : fo a generous pair 
Of young- wing'd eaglets fright a thousand doves. 

Vaft was the (laughter, and the flowery green 
Drank deep of flowing crimfon. Veteran bands 
Here made their laft campaign. Here haughty cbi< 
Stretch'd on the bed of purple honour lie 
Supine, nor dream' of battle's hard event, 
Opprefs'd with iron flumbers, and long night* 
Their ghofts indignant to the nether world 
Fled, but attended well : for at their fide 
Some faithful Janizaries ftrew'd the field, 
Fairn in juft ranks or wedges, lunes or fquares> 
Firm as they ftood ; to the Warfovian troops, 
A nobler toil, and triumph worth their fight. 
But the broad fabre and keen poll -axe flew 
With fpeedy terror through the feebler herd. 
And made rude havock and irregular fpoil 
Amongft the vulgar bands that ownM the name 
Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled 
In fwift aflright a thoufand different ways [mount: 
Through brakes and thorns, and climb'd the cra| 
Bellowing 5 yet hafty fate overtook the cry, 
And Poliih himtf n clave the timoroat deer. 

7 , T 
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Thus the dire profpefl diftant filPd my foul 
With awe ; till the laft relicks of the war. 
The thin Edonians, flying had difcIosM 
The ghaftly [^ain : I took a nearer view, 
Unfeemly to the fight, nor to the fmell 
Grateful. What loads of mangled flefh and limbs 
(A difmal carnage !) bath'd in reeking gore 
Lay weltering on the ground ; while flitting life 
' ConvulsM the nerves ftill fhivering, nor had loft 
All tafte of pain \ Here an old Thracian lies, 
Defonn^d with years and fears, and groans aloud 
Tom with frelh wounds j but inward vitals firm 
Forbid the foul's remove, and chain it down 
■ By the hard laws of nature, to fiiftain 
f Long torment: his wild eye-balls roll : his teeth, 
Gnafiiing with anguiih, chide his lingering fate. 
' EmblazonM armour fpoke his high command 
; Amongft the neighbouring dead ; they round their lord 
^ Lay proftrate j fome in flight ignobly flain, 
' Some to the flcies their faces upwards turn'd 
Still brave, and proud to die fo near their prince. 

I mov'd not far, and lo, at manly length 
Two beauteous youths of ricbeft Ottoman blood 
Extended on the field : in friendfhip joined, 
Hor fate divides them : hai'dy wai'riors both ; 
t3oth faithful ; drown'd in fliowers of darts they fell> 
;h with his ihield fpread o'er his lover's heart, 
vain : for on thofe orbs of friendly brafs 
itiood groves of javelins 3 fome, alas, too deep 

Qji Were 
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Were planted there, and through their lovely bofomi 
Made painful avenues for cruel death. 

my dear native land, forgive the tear 

1 dropt on their wan cheeks, when ftrong coippaffioil 
ForcM from my melting eyes the briny dew. 

And paid a facrifice to hoftile virtue. 
Dacia, forgive the fight that wifhM the ibuls 
Of thofe fair infidels fome humble place 
Among the bleft. *' Sleep, deep, ye haplefs pair» 
** Gently, I cry'd, worthy of better fate, 
" And better faith." Hard by the General lay. 
Of Saracen defcent, a grizly form 
Breathlefs, yet pride fat pale upon his front 
In difappointment, with a furly brow 
Louring in death, and vext j his rigid jaws 
Foaming with blood bite hard the Poli(h ipear s 
In tliat dead vifage my remembrance reads 
B.aih Caraccas: In vain thef boafting ilave 
PromisM and foothM the fultan threatening fierce 
With royal fuppers and triumphant fare 
Spread, v/ide beneath Warfovian filk and gold $ 
See on the naked ground all cold he lies 
Beneath the damp wide covering of the air 
Forgetful of his word. How heaven confounds 
Infulting hopes ! with what an awful fmile 
Lai\ghs at the proud, that loofen all the reins 
To their unbounded wifhes, and leads on 
Their biind ambition to a (hameful end! 
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It whither am I borne ? This thought of arms 

me in vain to flng to fenfelefs bulls 
t generous horfe (hould hear. Break off, my fong j 
>arbarous Mufe, be ftill t Immortal deeds 

not be thus profan*d in ruftic verfe : 
martial trumpet, and the following age, 
growing fame, (hall loud rehearfe the fight 
jnds of glory. Lp, the evening-ftar 
s o'er the weft3rn hill ; my oxen, come, 
well-known ftar invites the labourer home. 

^o Mr. H E N R Y B E N D Y S H, 

S A R S I R, Aug.. 24^ I705V 

IE following fbng was yours when firft com- 
pofed : The Mufe then defcribcd the general fate 
mkind, that is, to be ill matched ; and now fhe 
8 that you have efcaped the common mifchief^ 
at your foul has found its own mate. Let this ode 
ongratulate you both. Grow mutually in more 
sat likenefs and love : Perfevere, and be happy. 
rfuade myfelf you will accept from the prefs what 
n more privately infcribed to you long ago ; and 
n no pain left you fhould take offence at the fabu- 
refs of thi« poem : Nor would weaker minds be 
lized at it, if they would give themfelves. leave 
:6l how many divine truths are fpoken by the 
riters in vinons and images, parables and dreams: 
e my wifer friends afhamed to defend it, fmce 
rative is grave and the moral fo juH and obvious, 
Q^j The 



430 WATT S ' S POEMS. 

The INDIAN PHILOSOPHER. 

Sept. 3* ijou 

WT H Y fhould our joys transform to pain ? 
^ ^ Why gentle Hymen's filken chain 

A plague of iron prove ? 
Bendyfhy *tis ftrange the charm that binds 
Millions of hands, Ihould leave their mindt 

At fuch a loofe from love. 

In vain I fought the wondrous caufe, 
Kang'd the wide fields of nature's laws^ 

And urg'd the fchools in vain $ 
Then deep in thought, within ray breaft 
My foul retir'd, and flumber drefs'd 

A bright in(lru£live fcene. 

O'er the broad lands, and crofs the tide^ 
On fancy's airy horfe I ride, 

(Sweet rapture of my mind !) 
Till on the banks of Ganges floods 
in a tall ancient grove I ftood. 

For facred ufe defign'd. 

Hard by, a venerable prieft, 

Rifen with his God^ the Sun, from reft* 

Awcfke his morning fong ; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murmuring ftream | 
The birth of fouls was all his theme^ 

And half-divine hii tongue. 
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te fang th* eternal rolling flame, 
"hat vital mafs, that fHIl the fame 
' Does all our minds compofe t 
;ut ihap^d in twice ten thoufand frames | 
"hence differing fouls of differing names^ 
And jarring tempers rofe. 

"he mighty power that formM the mind 
ric mould for every two defign^d. 

And blefs'd the new-born pair t 
'his be a match for this :** (he faid) 
'hen down he fent the fouls he made. 

To feek them bodies here s 

ut parting from their warm abode 
'hey loft their fellows on the road. 

And never join'd their hands : 
kh cruel chance, and crofling fates ! 
ur Eaftern fotlls have dropt their mates 

Oil Europe^s barbarous lands. 

[appy the youth that finds the bride 
/hofe birth is to his own ally'd. 

The fweeteft joy of life : 
ut oh the crowds of wretched fouls 
etterM to minds of diffierent moulds^ 

And chained t' eternal ftrife I'* 

is fang the wondrous Indian bard i 
foul with vaft attention heard^ 

0^4 « While 
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While Ganges ceasM to flow : 
*' Sure then (I cry'd) might I but fee 
** That gentle nymph that twiunM with me, 

** I may be happy too. 

*' Some courteous angel, tell me where, 
*' What diftant lands this unknown fair^ 

** Or diftant feas detain ? 
^' Swift as the wh^l of nature rolls 
*• I M fly, to meet, and mingle fouls, 

<< And wear the joyful chain." 

The happy MAN. 

OERENE as light, is Myrdn's foul, 

*^ And a6live as the fun, yet fteady as the pol 

In manly beauty fhines his face] 
Every Mufe, and every Grace, 

Makes his heart and tongue their feat. 
His heart profufely good, his tongue divinely f 

Myron, the wonder of our eyes, 

Behold his manhood fcarce begun ! 

Behold the race of virtue run ! 

Behold the goal of glory won ! 
Kor Fame denies the merit, noi* with-holds the 
Her filver trumpets his renown proclaim : 

The lands where learning never flew, 

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew. 

Surly Japan and rich Peru, 
Ipbvbarous fongs, pronounce the Britifh hero's 
7 
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** Airy blifs (the hero cry'd) 
" May feed the tympany of pride 5 
** But healthy fouls were never found 
** To live on eniptinefs and found/* 

Lo, at his honourable feet 
Fame's bright attendant, Wealth, appears j 
She comes to pay obedience meet. 
Providing joys for future years j 
BleHlngs with lavifli hand ihe pours 
Gathered from the Indian coaft ; 
ot Danae's lap could equal treafures boatl. 
When Jove came down in golden fhowers* 

He lookM and tum'd his eyes away. 
With high difdain I heard him fay, 
** Blifs is not made of glittering clay/* 

Now Pomp and Grandeur court his head 
With fcutcheons, arms, and enfigns fpread ; 
' Gay magnificence and ilate. 
Guards, and chariots, at his gate, 
^nd flaves in endlefs order round his table wait i 
They learn the diflates of his eyes. 
And now they fall, and now they rife. 
Watch every motion of their lord, 
Sang on his lips with moft impatient zeal, 
^ith fwift anrbition feize th' unfinifhM word. 
And the command fulfil. 
Tir'd with the train that Grandeur brirgs, 
H© dropt a tear, aoi} pJty'd kings, 

Tbc% 
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Then, flying from the noify throng. 
Seeks th^ diverfion of a fong. 

^ufic defcending on a filent cloud, 

Tun'd all her ftnngs with endiefs art j 

By (low degrees from foft to loud 

Changing fhe rofe : The harp and flute 
Harmonious join, the hero to falute. 

And make a captive of his heart. 
Fruits, and rich Wine, and fcenes of lawlefs Loye 

Each with utmoft luxury ftrove 
To treat their favourite beft 5 

But founding flrings, and fruits, and wine. 

And lawlefs love, in vain combine 
To make his virtue fkep, or lull bis foul to reft. 

He faw the tedious round, and, with a figh, 

Pronounc'd the world but vanity. 

** In crowds of pleafure ftill I find 

*^ A painful folitude of mind. 
f* A vacancy within which fenfe can ne^er fupply* 

** Hence, and be gone, ye flattering (hMrs^ 

*' Ye vulgar charms of eyes and ears, 

•* Ye unperforming promifers I 

** Be all my bafer pafHons dead, 

" And bafe defires, by nature made 
*< For animals and boys : 

*< Man has a relifli more refinM, 

" Souls are for focial blifs defign'd, 
«< Give me a blefling fit to match my mind, 
f* A kindred-foul to double and to fliarc my joys.** 

Myrrha 
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[yrrha appeared : ** Serene her foul 
a£live as the fun, yet fteady as the pole t 
In fofter beauties fhone her face j 
Every Mufe, and every Grace, 
Made her heart and tongue their featy 
leart profufdy good, her toogue divinely fweiBtf 
Myrrha the wonder of his eyes ;" 
s heart recoil'd with fweet fuiprize. 
With joys unknown before : 
s foul diffolvM in pleafing pain, 
}wM to his eyes, and lookM again. 
And could endure no more, 
Enough ! (th^ impatient hero cries) 
^< And feizM her to his breaft, 
[ feek no more below the ikies, 
'« I give my (laves the reft." 

DAVID POLHILL, Efq; 

iver to an infamous Satyr, called, " Ad-* 
a Painter ;" written by a namelefs Au- 
againft King William III. of Glorious 
My, 1698. 



[EN you put this fatyr into my hand, yotf 
rave me the occafion of employing my pen to 
deteftable a writing | which might be done 

ittucli 
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much more efFe6lually by your known zeal for the in- 
tereft of his majefty, your counfels and your coura<»c 
employed in the defence of your king and country. 
And fince you provoked me to write, you will accept 
of thof? efforts of my loyalty to the beft of kings, ad- 
-drefled to one of the moft zealous of his fubje^ls, by 

S I Ry 

Your moft obedient fervant, 

I. W. 

PART I. 

AND muft the hero, that redeemed our land, 
•^*' Here in the front of vice and fcandal (land ? 
The man of wondrous foul, that fconiM his eafc> 
Tempting the winters, and the faithjefs feaSj 
And paid an annual tribute of his life 
To guard his England from the Irifti knife. 
And crufti the French dragoon ? Muft William's name> 
That brigheft ftar that gilds the wings of fame, 
William the brave, the pious, and the juft. 
Adorn thefe gloomy fcenes of tyranny and luft ? 

Polhill, my blood boils high, my fpirits flanw 5 
Can your zeal fleep ! Or are your pafTions tame ? 
Nor call revenge and darknefs on the Poet's name i 
Why fmoke the fkies not ? Why no thunders roll ? 
Nor kindling lightnings blaft his guilty foul ? 

Auda* 
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Audacious wretch ! to ftab a monarches fame, 
And fire his fubjefts with a rebel-flame j 
To call the painter to his black defigns. 
To draw our guardian's face in hellifh lines : 
Painter, beware ! the monarch can be (hown 
Under no fhape but angels, or his own, 
Gabriel, or William, on the Britifh throne. 

O ! could my thought but grafp the vaft defign, 
And words with infinite ideas join, 
I M roufe Apelles, from his iron fleep, 
And bid him trace the warrior o'er the deep 
Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belgian plain 
Fierce, how he climbs the mountains of the flain; 
Scattering juft vengeance through the red campaign 
Then dafli the canvas with a flying ftroke, 
Till it be loft in clouds of fire and fmoke. 
And fay, 'Twas thus the conqueror through the 

fquadrons broke. 
Marie him again emerging from the cloud. 
Far from his troops ; there like a rock he ftood 
His country's fingle barrier in a fea of blood. 
Calmly he leaves the pleafures of a throne. 
And his Maria weeping; whilft alone 
He wards the fate of nations, and provokes his own 
But heaven fecures its champion ; o'er the field 
Paint liovering angels j though they fly conceal'd. 
Each intercepts a death, and wears it on his fliield. 

Now, noble pencil, lead him to our ifle, 
Mark how the ikies with joyful luftre fmile. 

Then 
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Then imitate the glory $ on the ftrand 

Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 

Wa(h off the bloody and take a peaceful teint^ 

All red th^ warrior, white die ruler paint | 

Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 

Throne him on high upon a ihining ieaty 

Luft and prophanenefs dying at his feet. 

While round his head the laurel and the olive meet. 

The crowns of war and peace ; and may they blow 

With flowery bleflings ever on his brow. 

At his right hand pile up the English laws 

In facred volumes ; thence the monarch draws 

His wife and juft commands ■ 

Rife, ye old fages of the Britiih ifle, 

On the fair tablet caft a reverend fmile. 

And blefs the piece ; thefe ftatutes are your own. 

That fway the cottage, and direft the throne j 

People and prince are one in William's name. 

Their joys, their dangers, and their laws the fame. 

Let liberty, and right, with plumes difplayM, 
Clap their glad wings around their guardian's head, 
Keligion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fpread. 
Keligion guards him; round tb* imperial queen 
place waiting virtues, each of heavenly mein | 
Learn their bright air, and paint it from his eyes j 
The juft, the bold, the temperate and the wife 
Dwell in his looks ; majeftic, but ferene ; 
Sweet, with no fondnefs ; chearful, but not vain t 
Bright, without teiror j great, without difdaia* 

Hit 
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foul Infpires us what his lips command, 

1 fpreads his brave example through the land t 

: fo the former reigns ; 

d down his earth to each afflifted cry, 

beams of grace dart gently from his eye ; 

the bright treafures of his facred breaft 

too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 
)urs muft fail where words and nunibers faint, 
1 leave the hero's heart for thought alone to paint* 

P A R T II. 

r O W, Mufe, purfuc the fatyrift again, 

' Wipe off the blots of his invcnomM pen j 

k, how he bids the fervile painter draw, 

nonftrous fhapes, the patrons of our law j 

one flight da(h he cancels every name 

tn the white rolls of honefty and fame : 

s fcribbling wretch marks ail he meets for knave, 

ots fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and brave^ 

1 with unpardonable malice fheds 

on and fpite on undiftinguifhM heads. 

Iter, forbear ; or if thy bolder hand 

es to attempt the villains of the land, 

w firft this poet, like fome baleful ftar, 

h iilent influence (bedding civil war 3 

Faftious trumpeter, whofe magic found 

Is off the fubjefls to the hoflile ground, 

i fcatters hellifh feuds the nation round. 

Thefe 



} 



^4o W A T T S ' S POEMS. 

Thefe arc the imps of hell, that curfed tribe 

That fii ft create the plague, and then the pain defcribe. 

Draw next above, the^reat ones of our ifle. 
Still from the good diflinguifliing the vile; 
Seat them in pomp, in grandeur, and command* 
Peeling the TubjeiTis with a greedy hand : 
Paint forth the knaves that have the nation fold. 
And tinge their greedy looks with fordid gold. 
Miark what a felfifh faflion undermines 
The pious monarchy's generous defigns. 
Spoil their own native^land as vipers do. 
Vipers that tear their mother^'s bowels through. 
Let great Naffau, beneath a careful crown. 
Mournful in majefty, look gently down. 
Mingling foft pity with an awful frown : 
He grieves to fee how long in vain he ftrove 
To make us bleft, how vain his labours prove 
To fave the ftubborn land he condefcends to love, 



.1 



To the Discontented and Unc^iet. 

Imitated partly from Cafimire, B. IV. Od. 15. 

T 7 ARIA, there 's nothing here that 's free 

^ From wearifomc anxiety : 
And the wlwle round of mortal joys 
"With fhort pofTeflion tires and cloys: 
•Tis a dull circle that we tread, 
Juft from the window to the bed, 

We 
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rife to fte and to be feen, 
c on the world awhile, and then 
yawn, and ftretch to deep again ^ 
Fancy, that nneafy gueft, 
hold's a longing in our bread : 
finds Of frames vexations ftill. 
felf the greateft plague we feel, 
take ftrange pleafure In our pain> 
1 make a motmtain of a grain, 
irae the load, and pant and fweat 
eath th^ imaginary weight. 
h our dear felves we live at ftrife^ 
ile the moft conllant fcenes of life 
n peevifh humours are not free j 
1 we afl^6l variety : 
lier than pafs an eafy day, 
fret and chide the hours away, 
w weary of this circling fun, 
I vex that he fliould ever run 
: fame old track ; and ftill, and ftill 
! red behind yon eaftern hill, 
1 chide the moon that darts her light 
ougb the fame cafement every night. 

Ve (hift our chambers, and our homes^ 
dwell where trouble never comes j. 
ia has left the city crowd> 
inft the court exclaims aloud, 
i to the woods ; a hermit faint ! 
loaths her patches, pins, and painty 



«4» W A T T S'S POEMS. 

Dear diamonds from her neck are torn i 
But Humour, that eternal thorn, 
■ Sticks in her lieart : She is hurryM flill, 
'Twixt her wild paffions and her will : 
Haunted and hagg'd where-e'er (he rove8> 
By purling ftreams, and fiicnt groves. 
Or with her furies, or her loves. 

Then our own native land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or too wet j 
Change the thick climate, and repair 
To Fi ance or Italy for air j 
In vain we change, in vain we flyj 
Go, Sylvia, mount the whirling (ky. 
Or ride upon the feather'd wind 
In vain ; if this difeafcd mind 
Clings faft, and ftill fits clofe behind. 
Faithful clifeale, tliat never fails 
Attend^ince at her lady's fide, 
Over the dtfart or the tide, 
'On rolling wheels, or flying fails. 

Happy the foul that virtue (hovn 
To fix the place of her rcpofe, 
Needlefs to move j for fhc can dwell 
In her old grandfire-s hall as well. 
Virtue thnt never loves to roam. 
But fwcctly hides herfelf at honrc. 
And eal'y on a native throne 
Of humble turf fits gently down. 



Yit 



} 
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t (hould tumultuous ftorms arife, 
inuigle earth, and Teas, and ikies, 
Id the waves fweil, and make her roH 
fs the line, or near the pole, 
fhe *s at peace ; for well flie knows 
lunch the ftream that duty (hows, 
makes her -home where'er fhe goes, 
her, ye feas, upon your breaft, 
aft her, winds, from Eaft to Weft 
le foft air; (lie cannot find 
uch fo eafy as her mind, 
breathe a ckmate half fo kind. 



Jo HN Hartopp, E{q; afterwards Sir 
John Hartopp, Bart. 

Cafimire, Book I. Ode 4, imitated. 

•* Vive jucund» metuens juventae, &c.*^ 

ly 1700. 

!VE, my de^r Hartopp, live to-day. 
Nor let the' fun look down and fay. 
Inglorious here heiies ;" 
e off your eafe, aijd fend your name 
mmortality and fame, 
r every hour that flies. 

h 's a foft fcene, *but truft her not : 
airy minutes, fwift as thought, 

■R 5 Slide 
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Slide off the ili|^ry fpbere ; 
Moons with their numtht make hafty rounds 
The fun h^s pafsM his vernal bowdds. 

And whirls about the year. 

Let folly drefs in green and red. 
And gird her wafte with flowing gold. 
Knit bluihing rofes round her head, 
Alas ! the gaudy colours fade. 

The garment waxes old. 
Hartopp, mark the witliering rofe. 
And the pale gold bow dim it (hows t 

Bright and lafting blifs below 

Is all romance and dream.; 
Only the joys celeftial flow 

In an eternal dream, 
The pleafures that the fmiling day 

With large right hand beftows, 
Falfely her left conveys away. 

And (hufEes in our woes. 
So have I feen a mother play. 

And cheat her filly child, 
She gave and took a toy away. 

The infant cryM and fmil'd* 

Airy chance, and iron fate. 
Hurry and vex our mortal Hate, 
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id all the race of ills create; 

w fiery joy, now fullen grief, 

tnmands the reins of human life. 

The wheels impetuous roll ; 

e harneft hours and miniites ftrive, 

id days with ftretching pinions dnvc- 

•down fiercely on the goaJ, 

>t half fo fail the galley files 

O'er the Venetian iea, 

hen fails, and oars, and labouring ikies. 

Contend to make her way. 

'ift wings for all the flying hours 

The God of time prepares, 

le reft lie ftiU yet in their neft 

And grow for future years. 

THOMAS GUNSTON, Efq; 

1700. 

HAPPY SOLITUDE. 

Caflmire, Book IV. Ode 12. Imitated. 

" Quid me latcntsrr, &c." 

•T^HE noify world complains of me 
^ That I fiiould fliun their fight, and fiee 
Vifits, and crowds, and company. 
Gunfton, the lark dwelU in her neft 

Till (he afcend the ikies i 
And in ray clofet I could reft 
11 to the Iwavens I rife. 

R I Yet 



24^ W A T T S 'S POEM S.: 

Yet they will urge, *' This private life. 

** Can never make you bleft, 

*< And twenty doors are ftill at ftrifc 
" T' engage you for a gticft," 
Friend, (hould the towers of Windfor or Whluhall. 

Spread open their inviting gates. 

To make my entertainment gay ^ 

I would obey the royal call. 
But /hort fhould be my ftay. 

Since a diviner fervice waits 
T' emplo]^ my hours at home, and better fill the day. 

When I within myfelf retreat,. 

I Hiut my doors againft the great ;. 

My bufy eye-balls ii\ward roll, 

And there with large furvey I fee 

All the wide theatre of Me, 
And view the various fccnes of my retiring fovl 5. 
There I walk o'er the mazes I have trod, 
While hope and fear are in a doubtful ftrife, 

Whether this- Opera of life 
Be afted.well to gain the Plaudit of my God^ 

There's a day haftcning, ('tis an awful day !) 
When the great fovereign fhall at large review 

A]l that we fpeak, and all we do. 
The feveral parts we aft on this wide ftlge of clay ; 

Thefe he approves, and thofc he blames. 
And .crowns perhaps a porter, and a prince he damns. 

Ojf 
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if the. judge from his tremendous feat 

Shall not condemn what I have done, 

I fliall be happy though unknown, 
r need the gazing rabble, nor the (houting ftreet. 

I hate the Glory, friend, that fpringe 
Fxom vulgar breath, and empty found j 
Fame mounts her upwarvl with a flattering gale 

Upon her airy wings, 
TiU Envy (hoots, and Fame receives the wound': 
Then her flagging pinions fail, 
Doi^n glory falls, and ftrikes the ground, ., 
And breaks her batterM limbs. 
Rather let me be quite conccaPd from Fame 5 , 
How happy I fliould lie 
lafweet obfcurity, 
Nor the loud world pronounce my little name I 
Here I could live and die alcne ^ 
Or if fociety be due 
To keep our tafte of pleafure new, 
Gunftqn,. I 'd live and die with you, , 
For both, our fouls ore one. 

Here we could fit and pafs the hour, . 
And pity kingdoms, and their kings, . 
And fmile at all their (hining things, . 
Their toys of ftate, and images of power j , 
Virtue fliould 'dwell within our fent, 
Virtue alone could make it fweet, 
ilor ia hcrfelf fcfure, but in a clofe retreat. 

K 4 Whih;. 
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While {he withdraws from public praifis 
Envy perhaps would ceafe to rail^ 
Envy itfelf may innocently gaze 
At beauty m a vail : 
But if (he once advance to light. 
Her charms are loft in Envy's fight. 
And Virtue ftands the mark df unlverfal Tpiglit. 

To Jo HN Hailtopp, Efq; afterwards Sir 
JoHn Hartopp, Bart. 



THE DISDAIN. 

TT ARTOPP, 1 love the foul that dares 
, Tread the temptations of his years 

Beneath his youthful feet : 
Tieetwood 'and all thy heavenly line 
Look through the ftars, and fmile divine 

Upon an heir fo great. 
Young Hartopp knows this noble theme. 
That the wild fcenes of bufy life, 
The noife, th* amufements, and the ftrifioy 
Are but the vifions of the night. 
Gay phantoms of delufive light, 

Or a vexatious dream. 

'Flefh is the vileft and the leaft 

Ingredient of our frame : 
We Ve born to live above the beal^ 

Or quit the manly name. 



iTOOi 
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eafures of fenfe we leave for boys j 
; (hining duft the mifer^s food $ 
:t fancy feed on fame and noife, 
mis muft purfue diviner joys, 
Afld feize tK* immoi'ta] good. 

To MIT 10, my Friend, 
An EPISTLE. 

'ORGIVE Bie, Mido, that there fhould be any 
mortfying lines in the following poems infcribed 
yo«, fo foon after your entrance into that ftate which 
& defigned for the compleateft happinefs on earth : 
It you will quickly difcover, that the Mufe in the firft 
em oiity reprefents the Hiades and dark colours that 
:!ancholy thcows upon love, and the focial life. In 
i fecond, perhaps ihe indulges her own bright ideas 
ittle. Yet if the accounts are but "well balanced at 
\, and things fet in a due light, I hope there is no 
}und for cenfure. Here you will find an attempt 
ide to talk of one of the moft important concerns of 
man nature in verfe, and that with a iblemnity be- 
ning the argument. I have baniihed grimace and 
icule, that perfons of the moft ferious chara6ler may 
d without offence. What was written feveral years 
> to yourfelf is now permitted to entertain the virorld { 
you may aflume it to yourfelf as a private enter- 
iment dill, while yoa lie concealed behind a feigned 
sc. 

Th e 
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The MOURNING-PIECE. 

T IFE'8 a long tragedy : This globe the ftage» 

'*^ Well fix'd and well adorn\l with ftrong machioes. 

Gay fields, and (kies, and Teas : The a£^ors many: 

The plot immenfe : A flight of daemons fit 

On every failing cloud with fatal purpofe; 

And (hoots acrofs the fcene$ ten thouf^d arrows 

Perpetual and unfeen, headed with pain. 

With forrow, infamyy.difeafe, and death. 

The pointed plagues fly filent throqgh the air. 

Nor twangs the bow, yet fure and deep the wound* 

Dianthe afls her little part alone, 
Nor wifhes an aflbciate. Lo fhe glides 
Single through all the ftorm, and more fecure; 
Lefs are her dangers, and her brealt receives 
The feweft darts. " But, O my lovM Marilla, 
<* My fifter, once my friend, (Dianthe cries) 
** How much art thou exposM ! Thy growing (bul ' 
^« Doubled in wedlock, multiply'd in children, 
** Stands but the broader mark for all the mifchiefs 
" That rove promifcuous o'er the mortal ftage : 
•< Children, thofe dear young limbs, thofetendcrcftpi* 
■*< Of your own flefh, thofe little other felves, 
*< How they dilate the heart to wide diraenfions, 
" And foften every fibre to improve 
*< The mother's fad capacity of pain ! 
<t I. mourn FidclLo too } though heaven has chofc 

Af 
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favourite mate for him, of all her fex 
he pride and flower : How bleft the lovely pair,, 
ryond expreffion, if well mingled loves 
nd woes well mingled could improve our blifs ! 
midft the rugged cares of life behold. 
be father and the hufband ; flattering names, . 
bat fprcad his. title, and enlai'ge his (hare 
' coiumon wretchednefs. He fondly hopes 
3 multiply his joys,, but every hour 
mews the difappointmept and the fmart. 
bere not a wound affii6b the meaneil. joint: 
f his fair partner,, or her infant-train, 
•weet babes !) but pierces to his inmoft foul; 
range is thy power, O Love ! what numerous veixif , ^ 
nd arteries, and arms, and hands, and eyes, 
re link'd and faften'd to a lover's heait, 
f ftrong but fecret ftrings ! With vain attempt 
''e put the Stoic on, in vain we try 
o bi'eak the ties of nature and of blood 5 
hofe hidden threads maintain the dear comraunloa, 
violably firm : their thrilling motions 
rciprocal give endlefs fympathy 

all the bitters and the fwects of life, 
hrice huppy man, if pleafure only knew, 
hefe avenues of love to reach our fouls,, 
nd pain had never found them !'* 

bus fang the tuneful maid, feaifjl to try 
bold experiment. Oft Daphnis came, 
oft NarciiTus, rivals of her heart, 

3 Luring 
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louring her eyes with trifles dipt in goW, 
And the gay filken bondage. Firm ftie ftood» 
And bold repuIsM the bright temptation ftill* 
Nor put the chains on ; dangerous to try, 
And hard to be dtflbiv*d. Yet rifing tears 
Sate on her eye-lids« while her numbers flowM 
Harmonious forrow 5 and the pitying drops 
Stole down her cheeks, to mourn the haplcfs ftate 
Of mortal love. Love, thou beft blefling fent 
To foften life, and make our iron cares 
Eafy : But thy own cares of fofter kind 
Give ftiarper wounds : They lodge too near the hca 
Beat, like the pulfe, perpetual, and create 
A ftrange uneafy fenfc, a tempting pain. 

Say, my companion.Miiio, fpeak fmcere, 
(For thou art learned now) what anxious thought 
What kind perplexities tumultuous rife. 
If but the abfence of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved ! Vainly fmiles 
The chearful fun, and night with radiant eyes 
Twinkles in vain : The region of thy foul 
Is darknefs, till thy better ftar appear. 
Tell me, what toil, what toi*:uent to fudaia'' 
The rolling burden of the tedious hours ? 
The tedious hours arc ages. Fancy roves 
Reftlefs in fond inquiry, nor believes 
•Charifla fafe : Chariffa, in whofe life 
Thy life confifts, and in her comfort thine. 
Fear and furmiie put on a thoufand forms 
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ar difquiettide, and round thine ears 
per ten thoufand dangers, endlefs woes, 
hy frame fhudders at her fancy*d death ; 
diet my Mitio, and his blood creeps cold 
ugh every vein. Speak, does the ftrangcr Mufe 
lappy guelTes at the unknown paflion, 
s (he fabled all ? Inform me, friend, 
lalf thy joys finccre? Thy hopes fulfiird 
iiftrate ? Here commit thy fecret griefs 
lithful ears, and be they bury'd here 
end(hip and oblivion } left they fpoil 
new-born pleafures with diftafteful gall, 
et thine eye too greedily drink in 
Frightful profpeft, when untimely death 
make wild inroads on a parent's heart, 
his dear offspring to the cr^iel grave 
Iragg'd in fad fucceflion, while his foul 
-n away piece-meal : Thus dies the wretch 
riotts death, and frequent, ere he quit 
theatre, and make his Exit final. 

It if his deareft half, his faithful mate 

ive, and in the fweeteft faddeft airs 

>ve and grief, approach with trembling hand 

lofe his fwimming eyes, what double pangs. 

It racks, what twinges rend his heart-ftrings off 

a the fair bofom of that fellow-dove 

eaves behind to mourn ? What jealous cares 

gon his parting foul, to think his love 

os'd to vL'ild oppreflion, and the herd 

Of 
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Of favage men ? So parts the dying turtle 
With fobbing accents, with fuch fad regret 
Leaves his kind feathered mate : The widow bird 
Wanders in lonefome (hades, forgets her food. 
Forgets her life i or falls a fpeedier prey 
To talon'd faulcons, and the crooked beak 
Of hawks athirft for blood 

The SECOND PART: Ori 



The Bright Vision. 

'TpHUS fartheMufe, in unaccuftom'd mo 
'*• And drains unpleafing to a lover^s ear, 
IndulgM a gloom of thought ; and thus ihe fai 
Partial j for Melancholy^'s hateful form 
Stood by in fable robe ; The penfive Mufe 
Surveyed the darkfome fcenes of life, and foufl 
Some bright relieving glimj)fe, fome cordial i 
In the fair world of love : But while flie gal'* 
Delightful on the ftate of twin-born fouls 
United, blefs'd, the cruel fhade apply'd 
A dark long tube, and a falfe tin6lur'd glafsl 
Deceitful j blending love and life at once 
In darkncfs, chaos, and the common mafs 
Of mifery: Now Urania feels the cheat. 
And breaks the hated optic in difdain. 
Swift vanifhes the fallen form, and lo 
The fcene ihincs bright with blifs : Behold th^ 
Where mifchiefs never fly, cares never cor^s 
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b wrinkled brow, nor anguifli, nor difeafe, 
malice forky-tongued. On this dear fpot, 
o, my love would fix and plant thy ftation 
i6l thy part of life, ferene and bleft 
1 the fair confort* fitted to thy heart. 

'tis a vifion of that happy grove 
t the firft authors of our mournful race 
in fweet partnerfliip ! one hour they liv*d» 
Rng'd the tafted blifs (Imprudent pair !) 
f and Hiame, and this waftc wildernefs 
«, and nine hundred years of pain, 
bing Mufc new-dreffes the fair garden 
lis defart-world, with budding blifs, 
'-greens, and balms, and iflowery beauties 
lone dangerous tree : There heavenly deWs 
tfcending (hall impearl the grafs 
at herbage ; drops of fragrancy 
Ing on the fpires : The fpicy vapours 
be dawn, and through the air diffused 
r waking fenfes with perfume: 
I fruits with their ambrofial juice 
Is purple flood and fountain, pure 
ns taint J and with your innocenct 
I the ftru6lurc of your clay. 
' paradlfe the cloucllefs (kies 
perpetual, while the lamp of day 
es unfully'd, (as the fabled torch 
k) mealures out your golden hours 
1 azure road. The nuptial moon 

In 
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In milder rays ferene, ihould nightly rife 

Full orbM (if heaven and nature vrill indulge 

So fair an emblem) big with iilver joys. 

And ftill forget her wane. The featberM choir. 

Warbling their Maker^s praife on early wing. 

Or perch'd on evening-bough, (hall join your worfli 

Join your fweet vefpers, and the morning fong. 

O faa-cd fymphony ! Hark, through the grove 
I hear the found divine! I *m all attention. 
All ear, all extafy 5 unknown delight I 
And the fair Mufe proclaims the heaven below. 

Not the feraphic minds of high degree 
Dlfdain converfe with men: Again returning 
I fee th' ethereal hoft on downward wing. 
Lo, at the eaftern gate young cherubs ftand 
Guardians, commiflionM to convey their joy» 
To earthly lovers. Go, ye happy pair, 
Go tafte their banquet, learn the nobler pleafwres 
Supernal, and from brutal dregs refin'd. 
Raphael fhall teach thee, friend, exalted thoughts 
And intelle6lual blifs. 'Twas Raphael taught 
The patriarch of our progeny th' affairs 
Of heaven: (So Milton fmgs, enlightncd bard ! 
Nor mlfsM his eyes, when in fuhllmeft ftrain 
The angel's great narration he repeats 
To Albion's fens high favoured.) Thou (halt learn 
Celeftial leffons from his awful tongue ; 
And with foft grace and interwoven loves 

7 (Gratci 
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!xrateful digreflion) all his words rchcarfc 

o thy Charifla's ear, and charm her foul. 

"bus with divine difcourfc, in (liady bowers 

fEdcn, our firft father entertained 

ve his fole auditrefs ; and deep difpute 

/ith conjugal carefTes on her lip 

olv*d cafy, and abftrufeft thoughts revealM. 

Now the day wears apace, now Mitio cornea 
'rom his bright tutor, and finds out his mate, 
tshold the dear affociates fcnted low 
)n humble turf, with rofe and myrtle ftrow'd 5 
tat high their conference ! how felf-fuftic*d 
A7t$ their eternal Maker, girt around 
^ith glories- 1 arm'd with thunders ; and his throne 
<Iorbl accefs forbids, projeding far 
plendors unfufFerable and radiant death. 
Hth reverence and abafemcnt deep they fall 
fore his Sovereign Majefty, to pay 
le woHhip t Then his mercy on their fouls 
iles with a gentler ray, but fovcrcign dill i 
1 leads their meditation and difcourfe 
g ages backward, and acrofs the fcas 
Bethlehem of Judah : There the fon, 
filial godhead, charaf^cr exprefs 
ightnefs inexpreifibic, laid by 
?amy robes, and made dcfccnt to earth : 
5 from the fons of Adam he became 
nd father, ftudious to rccjain 
■raJife for men, and purchafc heaven. 

b T?ie 
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The lovers with indearment mutual thi 
Promifcuous talked, and qiiedions intrica 
His manly judgment ftiU refolv'd, and fti! 
Held her attention fix'd : /he mufmg fkt 
On the fwreet mention of incarnate love. 
Till rapture wak'd her voice to fofteft ftrs 
** She fang the Infant God ; (myfterious 1 
'< How vile his birth-place, and his cradl< 
*' The ox »nd afs his mean companions ; 
*« In habit vile the fti^hcrds flock around 
*' Saluting the gre9it nnother, and adpre 
<< Ifraers anointed King, the appointf4 h 
«< Of the creation. How debas'd he \U$ 
« Beneath his regal ftate » for th^, my h 
*« DebasM in ferviU form 5 but angels &9t 
** Miniftering round th^ir ch.arge with fplcjl 
«* Obfequious, though nn^^n j whije ligh 
" FulfilPd the day, and th^ grey evening 
** Then the fair guardians hovering o'er h 
«' Wakeful all ttight, drive the foul fpiritj 
*« And with their fauning pinions purge tl 
** From bufy phanton\s, from infectious c 
** And impure taint ; while thgir ambrolia 
** A dewy flumber on his fenfcs fhed. 
** Alternate hymns the heavenly watchers 
** Melodious, footiiiag the f-irrounjiiig (ha 
** And kept the darknefs chade and holy. 
** Midnight was channM, and all her gazii 
•« Wonder'd to fee their mighty Maker fle 
5 
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[lold the glooms difperfe, the rofy morn 
ilcs in the Eaft with eye-lids opening fair, 
t not fo fair as thine , O I could fold Thee» 
r young Almighty, my Crcator-Bahe, 
r ever in thefe arms ! Fav ever dwell 
on thy lovely form with gazing joy, 
d every pulfe &ould beat ieraphic love ! 
ound my feat (hould croudingxherubs come 
th Iwift tmbition, zealous to attend 
eir prince, and form a heaven below the iky, 

J'or^ear, Charffla, O forbear the thought 
female-fondnefs, an^ forgive the man 
at interrupts fuch melting harmony V 
Mitio ; and awakes her nobler powers 
iy jnft worftip to the facred King, 
» the God ; nor^with devotion p«re 
the carefles of her fofter fcx ; 
iblaiidifhment!) " Come, t^rn thme^s afiifc 
)m Bethlehem, and climb op the doleful ftecp 
bloody Calvary, where naked fctills 
ire the fad road, and fright the traveiler. 
n my Beloved bear to trace the feet 
her Redeemer panting up the hill 
ird burdenM > Can thy heart attend his crofs ? 
lilM to the cruel wood, he groans, he dies, 
>r thee he dies. Beneath thy fitis and mine 
lonrible loadl) the fmful Saviour gleans, 
od in fierce anguifli of his foul expires, 
ioriflg angels pry with bending head 

S z "Search- 
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" Searching the deep contrivance, and adi 
** This infinite defign. Here peace is mai 
** 'Tvvixt God the Sovereign, and the reb 
** Here Satan overthrown with all his hof 
*' In fecond ruin rages and defpairs ; 
^* Malice itfelf defpairs. The captive pre 
•* Long held in flavery hopes a fweet relea 
•* And Adam's ruin'd offspring fhall revi 
•' Thus ranfom'd from the greedy jaws o: 

The fair difciple heard ; her paffions n 
Harmonious to the greats difcourfe, and b; 
RefinM devotion : while new fmiles of lo^ 
Repay her teacher. Both with bended Icr 
Read o'er the covenant of eternal life 
Brought down'to men 5 feal'd by the facr 
In heaven 5 and fealM on earth with God 
Here they unite their names again, and (i 
Thofe peaceful articles. (Hail, bleft co- 
Celeftial ! Ye fhali grow to manly age, 
And, fpitc of earth and hell, in feafon dv 
Poffefs the fair inheritance above.) 
With joyous admiration they furvey 
The gofpel treafures infinite, unfeen 
By mortal eye, by mortal ear unheard. 
And unconceiv'd by thought : Riches dii 
And honours which the Almighty Fatjiei 
PourM with immenfe profufion on his Soi 
High treafurer of heaven. The Son beft 
The life, the love, the bleiTmg, and the ] 
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nkrupt mortals wtio believe and love 
ime. " Then, my CharifTa, all is thine. 
1 thine, my Mitio, the fair faint replies. 
', death, the world below, and worlds on high, 
I place, and time, are ours ; and things to come, 
1 paft, and prefent j for our intereft (lands 
n in our myftic head, the title fiire. 
; for our health and fweet refrefliment, (v.hile 
fojourn ftrangers here) the fruitful earth 
rs plenteous 5 and revolving feafons ftill 
fs her vaft globe in various ornament, 
us this chearful fun and chearful light 
rnal (hine. This blue expanfe of (ky 
gs a rich canopy above our heads, 
ering our flumbcrs, all with ftarry gold 
rought, when night alternates her return, 
us time wears his wings out : Nature keeps 
wheels in motion t and her fabrick (lands, 
rxes beyond our ken of mortal fight 
now preparing, and a manfion fair 
aits us, where the faints unbody'd live, 
its releasM from clay, and purg'd from fin : 
ther our hearts with moft inceffant wifh 
ting afpire; when (hall that deareft hour 
le and releafe us hence, and bear us high, 
r us at once unfeverM to our better home ?'' 

'left connubial (late ! O happy pair, 

d by yet unfociated fouls 

fcek their faithful twins ! Your pleafures rile 

S 3 Sweet 



Than harking animals affright the moon 
Sublime, and riding in her midnight Way. 
Friend (hip and love ihall imdiftiftgiiifKM rei 
O'er all yotir pafTions with unrival'd fway 
Mutual and eyerlaftfng : Fricndihip knows 
No property in good, but all things conmii 
That each poflTeffes, as the light or air 
In which we breathe and live : There 's not ( 
Can lurk in clofe reierve, no baiTiers fix^ct. 
But every paflage open a» the day 
To one another^s breaft, and intnoff mind. 
Thus by communion yomr delight (hall gro^ 
Thus ftreams of mingled blifs fwell higher as 
Thus angels mix their flames, and moredivii 

The THIRD PART: 

The Account balanced 

Q H O U L D fovercign love before me fta 
^ With alj his train of pomp and ftate. 
And bid the daring Mufe relate 

His comforts and his cares ; 
Mitio> I would not alk thq fand 
For metaphors t' exprefs their weight. 
Nor borrow numbers fiom the ilara. 
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cares and comfortft, fovereign Love^ 
ly ouuwetgh the igliid beloiw, 

fo A lai^gtM* audit grow 
ban all the ftir« above, 
mighty lolTes and thy gains 
-e their <mA muttKi) mcafure« ; 

the man that kifoHws thy painft 
n rtekoA u)k thy piedfures. 

y, Damon, fay, how bright the fccnc^ 

imon is half-diyinely bieil, 

ing his head on his Florclla''s breaA*, 

tout a jealous thought, or buiy care between s 

len the fweet padions mix and fhore j 

>rella tells thee all her heart, 

:an tliy foul's remoteft part 

eal a thought or wi(h from the beloved fair/ 

ff what a pitch tliy pleafures fly, 

Q friendihip all-fmcci*e grows up to ecftacy, 

elf contrails the blifs, nor vice pollutes the joy, 

hile thy dear offspring round thee fit, 

(orting innocently at thy feet 

Thy kindeft thoughts engage : 

lofe little images of thee, 

hat pretty toys of youth they be. 

And growing props of age ! 

(hort is earthly blifs ! The changing wind 
ows from the fickly South, and brings 
gnant fevers on its fultry wings, 
flentlefs death fits clofc behind ; 

S 4. Now 



I 
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Now gafping infants, and a wife in tear 
With piercing groans falutes bis ears» 

Through every vein the thniling tormen 
While fweet and bitter are at ftrife 
In thofe dear raiferies of life, 

Thofe tendered pieces of his bleeding fo 
The pleafing fenfe of love awhile 

Mixt with the heart-ake may the pain \h 
And make a feeble fight : 

Till forrows like a gloomy deluge nCc, 
Then every fmiling pafHon dies. 
And hope alone with wakeful eyes 

Darkling and folitary waits the flow-retu 

Here then let my ambition reft. 
May I be moderately bleft 
When I the laws of Love obey j 
Let but my pleafure and my pain 
In equal balance ever reign. 
Or mount by-^^M*ns and fink again. 
And fhare juft meafures of alternate fway 
So Damon lives, and ne'er complains \ 
Scarce can we hope diviner fcenes 

On this dull ftage of clay : 
The tribes beneath the northern Bear 
Submit to darknefs half the year, 

Since half the year is day. 
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>n the Peath of the Duke of Gloucester, 
jttft after Mr. D r y d e n. i 700. 

An EPIGRAM. 

XRYDEN is dead, Dryden alone could fmg 

The full-grown glories of a future king. 
>w Glofter dies : Thus lefler heroes live 
' that immortal breath that Poet's give; 
id fcarce revive the Mufe : But William fhnds, 
)r aflcs his honours from the Poet's hands, 
llliam.fhall fhine without a Dryden's praife, 
s laurels are not grafted on the bays. 

An Epigram of M a r t i a l to C i r i n u s, 

** Sic tua, Cirini, promas Epigrammata vulgo 
" Ut mccum pcflTis, &c." 

"cribed to Mr. J O S I A H H O R T E. 1694. 
Lord Biihop of Kilmore * in Ireland. 

O fmooth your numbers, friend, your verfe fofweet. 
So (harp the jeft, and yet the turn fo neat, 

lat with her Martial Rome would place Cirine, 

me would prefer your fenfc and thought to mine. 

t modeft you decline the public itage, 
fix your friend alone amidft th* applauding age, 

So 

* Afterwards Archbifliop of Tuam, 
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So Maro did j the mighty Maro fings 
In va^ heroic notes of vaft heroic things. 
And leaves the ode to dance upon I)is Flaccus 
He fcorn'd to daunt the dear Horarian lyre, 
Though his brav« genius fia/h'd Pindaric fir 
And at his will could filence all the Lyric q 
So to his Varins he tdTign'd the praift 
Of the proud bufkin and the tragic bays. 
When he could thunder with a loftier vein, 
And fmg of Gods and Heroes in a bolder fti 

A handfome treat, a piece of gold, or Co, 
And compliments will every friend bellow j 
Rarely a Virgil, a Cirine we meet, 
Who lays his laurels at inferior feet. 
And yields the tendereft point of honour, W 



EPISTOLA 
Fratrl fuo dilefto R. W. I. W. S. P. 

"U URSUM tuas, amande frater, accc| 
"^"^ eodem fortafse momento, quo meae ad u 
nint 5 idemque qui tc fcribentem vidit dies, 
epiftolare munus excitavit calamum j non inan 
Tios Fniternnm Nomen. nntcufi enim fniritii* 
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nos inTicem divinum in modum ardebimus ; Con- 
>lcmur Jefam Tioftrnm, ccelefte iiiud 8c adorandum. 
iplar charitatis. lile eft, 

I qaottdam aeteroo delapfus ab aethert vultut 
lit humanoS) ut poflTet coq>or8 noftras 
a miferas) fofferrB vices 1 fponforis obivit 
lia, Sc in fcfe Tabulse inalcdi5ia Minacit 
iftuiit, et icderit pomas homimfque rtatum, 

:ce |acet dcfertits humi, difFufus in herbam 
TCTf innocuas verAis fua Hdera palroas 
lacidum attoUens vultum, nee ad ofcula Patiia 
>Iexus folitofve : Artus nudatus ami£lu 
neos, et fponte finum patefa^lus ad iras 
linls armati. Pater» hie infige * fagittas* 
sec, ait, iratum forbebunt pe6lora ferruniy 
bluac aetbereus mortalia crim'ma fanguis/^ 

izit, & horrendum fremuere tonitrua coeli 
afttTque Deus, (qoem jam pofuifTe paternum 
a queri vellet nomeny fed 8c ipfa fragores 
antos pevefa£bi filet.) Jam diflilit sether, 
lunturquc foresi ubi duro carcere regnat, 
et poenarum thefauros mille coercet, 
niunt gravidi Tefano Ailphure nimbi, 
upUcifque volant contorta volumina fiammae 
iput immeritum $ diro hie Tub pondere pre/Tus 

• Job iv, 6. 

Reftat, 



268 WATTS'S POEM I 

Reftat> compreflbs dumque ardens explicat a: 
* Purpureo veftes tinflae fudore madefcunt. 
Nee tamen infando Vindex Regina labori 
Segnius incumbit, fed laiTos increpat ignes 
Acriter, & fomno languentera fufcitat f cnfi 
<< Surge, age, divinum pete pe£lus, & imbui 
** Flumine mucronem $ Vos hinc, mea fpicu 
" Ferrea per totum difpergite tormina Chrifti 
** Inatnenrum tolerare valet ; ad pondere poer 
<' Suftentanda hominem fuifulciet incola Nui 
" Et tu facra Decas Legum, violata tabella, 
** Ebibe vindiftam ; vafta fatiabere caede, 
«* Mortalis culpae penfabit dedecus ingens 
** Permiftus Dcitate Cruor."— — - 

Sic fata, immiti contorquet vulnera dextn 
Dilaniatqiie finus j fanfti penetralia cordis 
Panduntur, faevis avidas dolor involat alis, 
Atque audax mentem fcrutator, & ilia mordc 
Interea fervator % ovat, viftorque doloris 
Eminet, illuftri § perfufus membra cruore, 
Exultatque mifer fieri 5 nam fortius ilium 
Urget Patris Honos, & non vincenda voluptj 
Servandi miferos fontes ; O nobilis ardor 
Pcenarum! O quid non mortal ia pcdora cog 
Durus amor ? Quid non coelcftia ? 

• Luke xxii. 44. f Zech. xiii. 7. J C 
§ Luke xxii. 24.* 
5 



LYRIC POEMS, Book II. 269 

Atfubfidat phantaiia, vanefcant imaigines ; nefcio quo 
meproripuit amens Mufa : Volni quatuor linias pedi- 
bui aftringere, & eccc * numerf crefcunt in immenfum ; 
dumque concitato gexuo laxavi frxna, vercor ne juve- 
nilis impetus thcQ^ogium laeferit, 8c audax nimis imar 
ginatio. Heri adiata eft ad me eplftola indicans matreni 
mdiufculc fe habere, licet ignis febrilis non prorfus de- 
fcniit mortale ejus domicilium. Plura volui, fed tur- 
gidi & crefcentes verfus nolucre plura, & coar6larunt 
fcriptionis limites* Vale amice frater^ & in ftudio pie- 
tads & artis medicae ftrenuus decurre. 

Datum a Mufeo meo Londini xvto Kalend. Fcbr. 
Anno Salutis cioiocxciii. 



Fratris E. W. olim navigaturo. 

Sept- 30. 1691* 

T FELIX, pede profpero 
^ I frater, trabe pinea 
Sulces squora ccerula 
Pandas carbafa flatibus 
Quae tuto reditura fint. 
Non te monftra natantia 
Ponti carnivorae incolae 
Praedentur rate naufraga* 

Navis, 
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NavtSy tu tibi creditum 
Fratrem dimidium nvei 
Salvum fer per inhafpita 
Ponti regna, per avios 
TraftuSy & Li(|uiduin chaos* 
Nee te forbeat horrlda 
Syrtis, ncc fcopulus minax 
Humpat roboreum Utus. 
Captent roitui flaraina 
Antei^nae ; U zepfayri leves 
I^ent portum placidum Hbl. 

Tuy qui flumiijia, qui vagos 
Flu6h98 oceant r«gi$, 
Et faevum boream domas. 
Da fratri faciles viaSf 
£t fratrem reducem fuis. 



Ad Reverend um Virum 
Dm JOHANNEMPINHORN 
Fidum Adolefcentiae mes Pr«ceptorem. 
Findarici Carminis Specimexu 1694. 
TT^T te, Pinhorni, Mufa Trifantica 
*-^ Salutat, ardens difcipulam tttam 
Grate fateri : nunc Athenas, 

Nunc Latias per amcenitates 
Tuto pererrans te recolit duc«fn» 
Te quondam teneros & Ebraia per a^ra greffita 
Noa dura duxifle manu. 
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Tuo patefcunt lumine Thefpii 

Cam pi atque ad arcem Pierid^n iter : 

En altus affurgens Horaerus 

Anna deofqoe virofque mifcens 
)ccupat sthereum ParnafH culmen : Homeri 
mmenfos ftupeo manes ■ ■ 

\ Maroy dulc^ carens fylvas, te bella fonantem 
Irdua, da veniam tenui venerare camoena ; 
Tusque accipias, Thebane vates, 

Debita Thura Lyrae. 
obis, magna trias ! clariflima nomina Temper 
:rinia nof^ra patent, & peftora noftra patehunt, 
uum mihi cunque levem conceiTerit otia & horam 
Divina Mofis pagina. 

laccus ad banc triadem ponatur, at ipfa pudendas 
tponat veneres : venias fed * «* purus & infoiis 
Ut te collaudem, dum fordes & mala luf^ra^* 
iblutus, Venufine, canis ridefve. Recilae 
% lege accedant iatyrat Juvenalis, amari 
^WTores vitiorum. At longc case us abclfet 
'erfiusy obfcuros vates, uiG iumina circuni- 
fufa forent, fpbingifque senigmata, Bonde, fcidiflcs. 
rrande fi^^ans Seneca fulinen, grandifque cothurni 
ompa Sqphociei celfo ponantur eodem 
rdine, Sc ambabus fimul bos'ample^ar in ulnii. 
Tuto, Poetx, tuto habitabitls 
Pi^os abacos : improba tinea 
Obiit, nee audat faeva caftas 
Attingere blatta camoenas. 

• Horat, Lib. I. Sat. 6, 

At 



In barathrum relegandus imum 
Aufuge, & hinc tecum rapias CatuHv 
Infulse mollem, naribus, auribus 
Ingrata cadis carmina, & improbi 
Spurcos Nafonls amores. 

Nobilis extrema gradiens Caledonis ab a 
En Buchananus adeft. Divini pfaltis in 
Jefliadae falveto ; potens feu numinis ira 
Fulminibus mifcere, facro vel lumine m 
Fugare no6les, vel citbarae fono 

Sedare flu6lus peftoris. 
Tu mihi haerebis comes ambulanti^ 
Tu domi aftabis focius perennis, 
Seu levi menfae fimul aflidere 

Dignabercy feu lefticae. 
Mox recumbentis vigilans ad aurcro 
Aureos fuadebis inire fomnos 
Sacra fdpitis fuperinferens ob- 

livia curis 
Stet juxta * Cafimirus, huic nee parcius 
Natura indulfit nee Mufa armavit alumi 
• Sarbivium rudiore lyra. 



* M. Cafimirus, Sarbiewfki Poeta in 
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Juanta Polonum Icvat aura cygnum ! 

Humana linquens (en fibi devii 
Pontes recedunt) luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur in acre pcnnis. 
ea tu forte yinim tollis ad aethera, 
'ognatofve thronos & patrium poluni 

ViAirus confurgis ovans, 
'^ifum fatigas, aciemque fallis, 
)um tuura a longe ftupeo volatum 

O lion Imitabilis ales. 

arbivii ad nomen gelida incalet 

^ufa, fimul totus fervefcere 

ientioy ftelhtas levis induor 

Uas & tollor in altum. 

am juga Zionis radens pede 

i^lato inter (Id era radens veitice 

Longe defpefto mortalia. 

am juvat altifonis volitare per sethera pennis> 

ridere procul fallacia gaudia fecli 

Terrells grandia inania, 
Quae mortaie genus (heu male) deperit. 
c^ras hominum miferas ! Cano, 
^t miferas nugas diademata ! 
Ventofae fortis ludibrium. 



* Lib. ii. Ode V. 

T En 
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En mihi fubildunt terrenae a pe£lore faeces, 
Geftit & effr^enis divinum effiindere carmen 
Mens afflata Deo 



• at vos heroes Sc arma 



Et procul ede Dii, ludicra numina. 
Quid mihi cum veftrae pondere lanceae, 
Pallas ! aut veftris, Dyonyfe, Thyrfis ? 
Et Clava, & Anguis, & Leo, & Hercules, 
Et brutum tonitru fI6litii Patris, 
Abftate a carmine noftro. 

Te, Deus Omnlpotens ! te noftra fonabit Jcfu 
Mufa, nee affueto coeleftes barbiton aufu 
Tentabit nnmeros. Vafti fine limite numen & 
Immenfnm fine lege deum numeri fine lege fonabuDt. 

Sed mufam magna pollicentem dcftltuit vigor} 
Divino jubare pcrftringitiir oculorum acies. En la- 
bafcit pennis, tremit artubus, ruit deorfura per inane 
aetheris, jacct viila, obftupcfi:it, filet. 

Ignofcas, reverende vir, vano conamini j fragmcr 
hoc rude licet Sc impolitum aeqiii boni confulas, / 
gratitudinis jam diu debitae in partem reponas. 
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Votum, feu Vita in terris beata. 

virum digniffimum JOHANNEM 
HARTOPPIUM, Bartum. 

1702, 

' ARTOPPI eximio ftemmate nobilis 

• Venaque ingenii divite, fi roges 
Quem mea Mufa beat, 

lie mihi felix ter & amplius, 
)t fimiks fuperis annos agit 
' Qu^i fibi fufficiens femper adeft fibi." 

Hunc longe a.curis raortalibus 

Inter agros, fylvafqiie filentes 
e mufifque fuis tranquiJla in pace fruentemr 

Sol oricns videt & recumbens. 

Ion fuse vulgi favor infolentis 
Plaufus infani tumldus popejll) 
Mentis ad facram penetrabit arcem^ 

Feriat licet aethera clamor. 
kc gaza fl^mmans divitis India?, 
lec, Tage, veftra fulgor arenulae- 

Ducent ab obfcuia quiete 
Ad laquear radiantis aulae* 

• fi daretur ftamina proprii 
jafluire fuTi pollice proprio, 

T a Atqua 



Candidas v.t*^^\,o 
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Ilinc, hiiic, Cupido, longius avola ? 
Nil mihi cum foedis, puer, ignibus j 
Jlitherei fervent face pt'6>ora, 
Sacra mihi Venus eft Urania, 
£t juvenis Jeflseus amor mihi. 

Coelefte carmen (nee taceat lyra 
Jeflaea) laetis auribus infonet^ 
Nee Watfianis c medullis 

Ulla dies rapiet vel hora. 
Sacri libelli, deliciae meae, 
£t vos, fodales, Temper amabiles, 

Nunc fimul adfitis, nunc vicidimy 
£t fallite taedia vita?. 



To Mrs. Singer, afterwards Mrs. Rows. 

Q the Sight of fome of her divine Poems, never 
printed. 



:d 



July 19, 1706; 

N the fair banks of gentle Thames 
^"*d my~harp j nor did celeftial themes 
Hefufe to dance upon my ftrings : 
There beneath the evening iky 
5 my cares afleep, and rais'd my wiflies high 
To everlafting things. 

T 3 Sudden 
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Sudden from Albion's weftern coaft 

Harmonious notes come gliding by. 
The neighbouring (hepherds knew the iilvcr found j 
** 'Tis Philomela's voice, the neighbouring fliepherds 

At once my ftrings all filent lie, [cryf 

At once my fainting Mufe was loft. 

In the fu peri or fweetnefs drown'd. 
In vain I bid my tuneful powers unite; 

My foul retired, and left my tongue, 
I was all ear, and Philomela's fcng 

Was all divine delight. 

Now be my harp for ever dumb. 
My Mufe attempt no more. 'Twas long ago 

I bid adieu to mortal things. 

To Grecian tales, and wars of Rome, 
'Twas long ago I broke all but th' immortal ftrings : 
Now thofe immortal ftrings have no employ, 

Since a fair angel dwells below. 
To tune the notes of heaven, and propagate thejof. 

Let all my powers with awe profound 
While Philomela fings, 

Attend the rapture of the found. 
And my devotion rife on her feraphic wings. 



The End of the Second Boot* 
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BOOK III. 

:d to the Memory of the Dead. 



Epitaph on King WILLIAM HL 
Of Glorious Memory. 

Who died March the 8 th, 1701. 

NEATH thefe honours of a tomb, 
jreatnefs in humble ruin lies : 
^ earth confines in narrow room 
: heroes leave beneath die Ikies !) 

rve, O venerable pile, 

late thy facred truft ; 

by cold arms the Britlfti ifle, 

ping, commits her richeft duft. 

entleft minifters of Fate, 
nd the monarch as he lies, 
bid the fofteft Slumbers wait 
1 filken cords to bind his eyes. 

T 4 Reft 
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Reft his dear Sword beneath his head 
Round him his faithful Arms (hall (I; 
Fix his bright Enfigns on his bed^ 
The guards and honours of our land. 

Ye fifter arts of Paint and Verfe, 
Place Albion fainting by his fide. 
Her groans arifing o'er the hearfe. 
And Belgia finking when he dy*d« 

High o'er the grave Religion fet 

In folemn gold ; pronounce the groun 

Sacred, to bar unhallow'd feet. 

And plant her guardian Virtues roun< 

Fair Liberty in fables dreft, 
Write his lovWname upon his urn, 
** William, the fcourge of tyrants pai 
** And awe of princes yet unborn." 

Sweet Peace his facred relicks keep. 
With olives blooming round her headj 
And ftrctch her wings acrofs the deep 
To blefs the nations with the (hade. 

Stand on the pile, immortal Fame, 
Broad ftars adorn thy brightcft robe. 
Thy thoufand voices found his name 
In filver accents round the globe. 
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lattery /hall faint beneath the found, 
I'^hile hoary Truth infpires the fortg j 
nvy grow pale and bite the ground, 
^nd Slander gnaw her forky tongue. 

ight and the grave remove your gloom j 
arknefs becomes the vulgjir dead j 
ut glory bids the royal tomb 
ifdain the horrors of a fliade. 

lory with all her lamps (hall burn, 
nd watch the warrior's deeping clay, 
ill the laft trumpet rouze his urn • 
o aid the triumphs of the day. 



I the fudden Death of Mrs. Mary Peacock. 

Elegiac Song fent in a Letter of Condolance to 
Mr. N. P. Merchant, at Amfterdara. 

J ARK! She bids all her friends adieu 5 
'■' Some angel calls her to the fpheres j 
ur eyes the radiant faint purfue 
hrough liquid telefcopes of teai-s. 

li'ewell, bright foul, a (hort farewell, 
ill we (hall meet again above 
I the fweet groves where pleafures dwell, 
'rid trees of life bear fruits of love : 

There 
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There glory fits on every face, 
There friendfliip fiailes in every eye, 
There (hall our tongues relate the grace 
That led us homeward to the iky. 

O'er all the names of Chrift our King 
Shall our harmonious voices rove. 
Our harps fliall found from every ftnng 
The wonders of his bleeding Love. 

Come, fovereign Lord, dear Saviour, come, 
Repiove thefe feparating days. 
Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home j 
That golden hour, how long it ftays • 

How long muft we lie lingering here. 
While faints around us take their flight ? 
. Smiling, they quit this dufky fphere. 
And mount the hills of heavenly light. 

Sweet foul, we leave thee to thy reft. 
Enjoy thy Jefus and thy God, 
Till we, from bands of clay released. 
Spring out, and climb the fhining road. 

While the dear duft (lie leaves behind 
Sleeps in thy bofom, facred tomb ! 
Soft be her be*.1, her flimibcrs kind. 
And all her dreams of joy to come. 



EP 
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ITAPHIUM Viri Venerabilii 
Dom. N. MATHER, 

Carmine Lapidario confcriptum. • 

M. S. 
Reverend! admodum Viri 
HANAELIS MATHER I. 
) D mori potuit hie luptus depofitum eft, 
•is, hofpes, quantus et qualis fuit, 
Fidas cnarrabit lapis. 

Nomen a familia duxit 
ribus ftudiis & evangelic devota, 

Et per utramque Angliam celebri, 

American urn fc. atque Europaeam. 
quoque in ran6li minidei'ii fpem edu6lus 

Non fallacem : 
Et hunc utraque novit Anglla 

Do6lum & docentem. 
2 fuit procero, forma placide verenda j 
ra corpus Sc formam fublime eminuerunt 

Indoles, ingenium, atque eruditio : 
Supra hacc pietas, & (li fas dicere) 

Supra pietatem modeftia, 
Caeteras enim dotes obumbravit. 
Quoties in rebus divinis peragendis 
Divinitas afflatae mentis fpectmina 

Praeftantiora edidit, 

Toties hominem fedulus occuluit 

Ut folus confpiceretur Deus : 

Volult 



ruram ao numana raece. 
Veritatis evangelicae decus ingens, 
!^t ingens propugnaculum. 
Concionatur gravis afpeflu, geftu, voce j 
Cui nee aderali pompa oratoria. 
Nee deerat 5 
Flofculos rhetorices fupervacaneos fecit 
Rerum diccnd^rum Majeftas, 8c Deus prxfens. 
Hinc arma militise fuse non infeliciay 
Hiiic toties fugatus Satanas. 
Et hinc viftoriae 
/ Ab inferorum portis toties reportatae. 

Solers ille ferreis impiorum animis iniigere 

Altum & lalutare vulnus ; 
Vulneratas idem trailaie leniter folers, 

£t medelam adhibere magis falutarem. 
Ex defaecato cordis fonte 
Divinis eloquiis afFatim fcatebant labia. 
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Dolores tolcrans fupra fidem, 
JEnxmnTtque heu quam afllduse ! 
Invi6lo animoi vi^lrice patientia 
Vatiacs curariim moles pcrtulit 
£t in ftadio Sc in meta vitae : 
Quam nbi propinquam vidit 
Plerophoria fidei qnafi curru alato veflus 

Proper^ & exultim attigit. 
Natus eft in agro Lancaftrienfi 20* Martii, 1630. 
Inter Nov- Anglos theologiae tyrocinia fecit. 
Paftorali munere diu Dublinii in Hibemia funiSlus^ 
Tandem (ut femper) providentiam fecutus ducein» 
Cestui fidelium apud Londirtenfes prsepofitus eft, 
Quos do6lrina precibus, & vita beavit : . 
Ah brevi ! 
Corpore folutus 26^ Julii, 1^97. ^tat. 67. 
Eccleiiis mcfcrofem, theologis exemplar reliquit. 
Probis piifque omnibus 
I Infandum fui defiderium t 

[ Dnm pulvis Chrifto charuA hie dulce dormit 
[ Expe£lans ftellam matutlnam. 

f ^ 

' To the Reverend Mr. John Shower, on the 
i 

Death of his Daughter Mrs. Anne Warner. 

Reverend and dear Sir, 

TT O W great foever was my fenfe of your Jofs, yet I 
*■• ''• did not think myfelf fit to offer any lines of com- 
fort : your own meditations can furnifli you with many 
5 a de- 
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a delightful truth in the midft of fo heavy a forrow; 
for the covenant of grace has brightnefs enough in it to 
gild the moft gloomy providence; and to that i»ett 
covenant your foul is no (Iranger. My own thoughts 
were much impreft with the tidings of your daughter's 
death ; and though I made many a refle£lion on the 
vanity of mankind in its bed eftate^ yet I muft acknow- 
ledge that my temper leads me mod to the pleafant . 
fcenes of heaven, and that future world of bleifedceis. 
When I recolle£l the memory of my friends that are 
dead, I frequently rove into the world of fpiritSy asd 
fearch them out there : Thus I endeavoured to trace 
Mrs. Warner ^ and thefe thoughts crouding fad upon 
me, I fet them down for my own entertainment. The 
verfe breaks off abruptly, becaufe I had no defign to 
write a finiflied elegy ; and be fides, when I was fallen 
upon the dark fide of death, I had no mind to tany 
there. If the lines I have written be fo happy as to 
entertain you a little, and divert your grief, the time 
fpent in compofmg them ihall not be reckoned among 
my loil hours, and the review will be more pleafing to^ 

Sir, 

Your afFe^ionatc humble fervant^ 

Dccemb* 22, ixo;^ I. W* 
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in Elegiac Thought on Mrs. Anne Warner, 
who died of the Small-Pox, December 1^, 
1707. at CJne of the Clock in the Morning ; a 
few Days after the Birth and Death of her firft 
Child. 

A WAKE, my Mufe, range the wide world of fouls, 
^^ And feek Vernera fled ; With upward aim. 
)irc6l thy wing ; for'flie was born from heaven, 
''ulfiird her vifit, *and returned on high. 

The midnight watch of angels, that patrole 
The Britifh flcy, have noticM her afcent 
4ear the meridian ftar j purfue the track 
To the bright confines of immortal day 
!Vnd paradlfe, hei' home. Say, my Urania, 
Tor nothing fcapes thy fearcb, nor canft thou miff. 
Jo fair a fpirit) fay, beneath what (hade 
3f Amaranth, or chearful Ever-green, 
Jhe fits, i-ecounting to her kindred-minds 
Angelic or humane, her mortal toil 
A.nd travels through this howling wildernefs j 
Sy what divine protections (he efcapM 
rhofe deadly fnares when youth and Satan leagued 
in combination to affail her virtue 
[Snares fet to murder fouls) 5 but heaven fecur'd 
The favourite nymph,, and taught her vivlory. 

Or 
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Or does flie feek, or has fhe found her babe 
Amongft the infant-nation of the bleft, 
And clafp'd it to her foul, to fatiate there 
The young maternal paflion^ and abfolve 
The unfulfiird embrace ? Thrice happy child ! 
That faw the light, and turn'd its eyes afidc 
From our dim regions to th' Eternal Sun, 
And led the parent's way to glory ! There 
Thou art for ever hers, with powers enlarged 
For love reciprocal and fweet C9nverfe, 

Behold her anceftors (a pious race) 
Rang'd In fair order, at her fight rejoice 
And fing her welcome. She along their feats 
Gliding falutes them all with honours due 
Such as are paid in heaven : And laft fhe finds 
A manfion fa/hion'd of diftinguifti'd light. 
But vacant : " This" (with fure prefage (he cries) 
** Awaits my father 5 when will he arrive ? 
'* How long, alas, how long !" (Then calls her mat 
** Die, thou dear paitner of my mortal cares, 
" Die, and partake my blifs j we arc for ever One' 

Ah me ! where roves my fancy ! What kind dreaiw 
Croud with fweet violence on my waking mind ! 
Perhaps illufions all ! Inform me, Mufe, 
Chufes fhe rather to retire apart 
To recoUeft her diflipated powers, 
And call her thoughts her own : fo lately freed 
From earth's vain fcenes, gay vifits, gratulatioflSf 

Fro 
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iymeirs hurrying and tumultuous joys, » 
irs and pangs, fierce pangs chatwrought ber death, 
e on what lublimer theme (he dwells 
lemplation, with unerring clue 

truth purfuing. (When, my foul, 
1 ihall thy releafe from cum hero us tlefh 
e great feal of heaven ? What happy hour 
ive thy thoughts a loo fe to Ibar and trace 
:elle£lual world ? Divine delight ! 
I's lov'd employ !) Perhaps (he fmgs 
le new golden harp th' Almighty deeds, 
imes, the honours of her Saviour-God, 
>fs, his grave, his viilory, and his crown : 
ild I imitate th* exalted notes, 
ortal ears could bear them ! — 

es (he now before th' eternal throne 
te in humble form, with deep devotion 
lelraM, and felf-abafement at the (ight 
uncovered Godhead face to face ? 
ic crowns pay homage at his feet, 
[ers amongd them, not of dimn^er ore, 
: with meaner gems : But vain ambition^ 
nulation vain, and fond conceit^ 
ride for ever banifh'd flies the place, 
•ride, the drefs of hell. Tell me, Urania, 
er joys heighten, and her golden hours 
in love. O ftamp upon my foul 
ilifsful image of the fair deceased 
1 my pa(rions and my eyes afide 

U From 
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From tbe dear breathlefs clay, diftrefling fight ! 
I look and mourn and gaze with greedy view 
Of melancholy fondnefs : Tears bedewing 
That foi-m fo late defir'd, fo kte beloved. 
Now loathfome and unlovely. Ba(e difeaie. 
That leaguM with nature's (harpeft pains, and fpoiTd 
So fweet a (lru£lure ! The impoiibning taint 
O'erfpreads the building wrought with (kill diviiie» 
And ruins the rich temple to the duft I 

Was this the countenance, where the world admff*^ 
Features of wit and virtue ? This the face 
Where love triumphed ? and beauty on thefc cheeks» 
A<i on a throne, beneath her radiant eyes 
Was feated tD advantage ; mild, ferene, 
Refle6ling roiy light? So fits the fun 
(Fair eye of heaven !) upon a crimfon clond 
Near the horizon, and with gentle ray 
Smiles lovely round the iky, till rifing fogs, 
Portending nijbt, wi.h foul and heavy wing 
Involve the golden i^r.r, and fink, him down 
Opprelt with dark n els. 

On the Death of an Aged and Honoured Reli- 
tive, Mrs. M. W. July 13, 1693. 

T Know the k.inv.'retl-mind. 'Tis (he, ':i^ fliej 

-*■ Aim on; I -.f^ hcAw. i- forms I fee 

The kindrcd-minu frcin ilL-ftily bondage free; 

Ohow 
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how unlike the thing was I:iti!v Ci.i:n 
Groaning anil parting on t'-.n- bjd, 
With ghartly air, anj langullh'd hr.ivl, 

Life on this iidc, ih^rc the iio;ul, 
liile the delaying AcAx i.iy ihivciing between. 

Long did the earthy houle rcftriin 
toillbm ; flavery tli:it etiicrcal s^ii :!( ; 
PrifonM her round in walls of pnin, 
nd twiftcJ cramps and aches wirh lur chain ; 
ill by the weicfht of numerous .liy? ;jpp:tll 
Tlie earthy hdni'c began to ivi 1, 
be pillars trembled, and the builijiii^ fell ; 
ie captive foul became her own ng:iin t 
rM with the forrows and the cares, 
\ tedious train of fourfcoie yrnrs, 
The prilbncT fmiTd to be relcaft, j 

! felt her fetters locfb, and mounted to her itH. 

K on, my foul, and let a perfti^ vie.v 
^aint her idea ail anew j 
e out ihufe mclincholy (iizytts of woe 
It hang around the memory, and becloud it fo. 
ne Fancy, cume, with eliL-ncus rcfin'd, 
Vith youthful green, and iitoticl's white $ 
p be the tin£lure, ami the colours bri^^ht 
rsprefn the beauties of a naked mind. 
rovide no glooms to form a fliadc ; 
•t^ above of varyM light are ma.Ie, 
'*'! heavenly piece require a murtal uid. 

U a JBuf 
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But if the features too divine 
Beyond the power of fancy ihine. 
Conceal th* inimitable ftrokes behind a graceful (hrine. 

Defcribe the faint from bead to feet. 
Make all the lines in ju (I proportion meet j 
But let her pofture be 
Filling a chair of high degree } 
Obferve how near it ftands to the Almighty feat. 

Paint the new graces of her eyes ; 
Fre(h in her looks let fprightly youth arife^ 
And joys unknown below the flcies* 
Virtue, that lives concealM below, 

And to the breaft confin'd. 
Sits here triumphant on the brow. 
And breaks with radiant glories through 

The features of the mind. 
Exprefs her paflion ftill the fame. 

But more divinely fweet ; . 
Love has an everlafting flame. 
And makes the work complete. 

The painter Mufe with glancing eye . 
Obfci v'd a manly fpirit nigh*, 

* My grandfather Mr. Thomas Watts had fudi 
acquaintance with the mathcmaticks, painting, rau- 
iic, and poeiy, &c. as gave him confiderable eftecna 
among his contemporaries. He was commander of i 
fliip of war 1656, and by blowing up of the lliipio 
ilic Dutch war he was drowned in his youth. W, 
5 

'Hit 
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death had long disjoinM : 

! fair tablet they (hall ftand 

d by a happier band :" 

nd fix'd her fight, and drew the manly mlndy 

le yeai-s, my fong, (a mournful round !J 

was feen on earth no more : 
ht in lower feas and drown'd ; 
ory and peace he found 
e fu peri or fhore. 

• his tuneful breath in facred fongs 
le European and the Eaftem tongues- 
wful truncheon and the flute, 
cil and the weil-lcnown lute, 
1 numbers, charming wit, 
ry art and fcience meet, [feet. 

their laurels to his hand, or lay them at his 

e. What beams of glory fall 
rnifii of immortal art) 
thw bright original ! 

The Mufe has now performed her part. 
I the piece, Urania, from above, 
sny Honour and my Love 
th chains of gold to hang upon my heart* 



A Fnnc- 
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A Funeral Poem on the Death of T h o Nf a s 
G u N s T o N, Efq; prefented to the Right 
Honourable the Lady Abney^ Lady-Mayorcft 
of London. 

July 17c I. 

Madam, 

TT AD I been a comrtion mourner at the funeral of 
'*' '*' the dear gentleman deceafed,' I (hould have la- 
boured after more of art in the following compofitioOy 
to fupply the defe6^ of nature, and to feign a (brrow| 
but the uncommon condelcenfion of his friendfliip to 
me, the Inward efteem I pay his memory, and the vaft 
and tender fenfe I have of the lofs, make all the me- 
thods of art needlefs, whilft natural grief fupplies more 
than all. 

I had refolved indeed to lament in iighs and iiience, 
and frequently checked the too forward Mufe s bat 
the importunity was not to be refifted ; long lines of 
forrow flowed in upon me ere I was aware, whilft I 
took many a folitary walk in the garden adjoining to 
his feat at Newington ; nor could I free myfclf from 
the crowd of melancholy ideas. Your ladyfhip^ 
find throughout the poem, that the fair and unfini(bed \ 
bjilding which he had juft raifed for himfclf, gave tl- 
jnoft all the turns of mourning to my thoughts j fori 
purfue no other topics of elegy than what my paflioi 
and my fenfes led me to. 

Thel 
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The poem roves, as my eyes and grief did, froqj 
ae part of the fabrick to the other : It rifes from the 
mndation, falutes the walls, the doors, and the win- 
dws, drops i tear upon the roof, and climbs the tur- 
It, that pleafant retreat, where I promifed myfelf 
lany fwcet hours of his converfation ; there my fong 
anders amongft the delightful fubje^ls divine and 
loral, which ufed to entertain our happy leifure j and 
lence dcfcends to the fields and the fliady walks, where 

£0 often enjoyed his pleafing dilcourfc ; my forrows 
iffufe themfelves there without a limit : I had quite 
irgotten all fcheme and method of writing, till I cor- 
i8t myfelf, and rife to the turret again tp lament that 
efolate feat. Now if the critics laugh at the folly of 
le Mufe for taking too much notice of the golden ball, 
t them confider that the meaneft thing that belonged 
> Co valuable a perfon ftill gave fome fj-efh and doleful 
!flc6lions : And I tranfcribe nature without rule, and 
^pceient friendOiip in a mourning drefs, abandoned to 
eepeft forrow, and with a negligence becoming woe 
Afeigned. 

Had I dcligned a compleat elegy, Madam, on your 
eartft brother, and intended it for public view, I fhould 
Ave followed the ufual forms of poetry, fo far at leaft, 
tjo fpend fome pages in the chara£ler and praifes of 
be deceafed, and thence have taken occafion to call 
oankind to complain aloud of the univerfal and un- 
peakable lofs : But I wrote merely for myfelf as a 
ricnd of the dead, and to eafe my full foul by breath- 
U 4 ing 
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ing out my dwn complaints ; I knew his chara£ler and 
virtues Co well, that there was no need to mention then 
while I talked only with myfelf ; for the image of them 
was ever prefent with me, which kept the pain at the 
heart intenfe and lively, and my teais flowing with my 
verfe. 

Perliaps your ladyfhip will expe6^ forac divine 
thoughts and Tacred meditations, mingled with a fiibp 
}t^ ik> folemn as this is : Had I formed a defign of 
oflTering it to your hands, I had compofed a morechrif* 
tran poem ; but it was grief purely natural for a death to 
furprizing that drew a) (the (Irokes of it, and therefore 
my reflections are chiefly of a moral ftroin. Such at it 
is, your ladyfliip req(iire« a copy of it i but let it not 
touch your foul too tenderly, nor ■ renew your own 
mournFngs. Receive it, madam, as an offeiing of love 
and tears at the tomb of a departed friend, and let it 
abide with you as a witnefs of tliat affectionate rcfpeft 
and honour that I boi c him ; all which, as your lady* 
ihip's molt rightful due, both by merit and by fuc- 
cc^IIon,' is now huml)ly offered, by^ 

M A D A M, 

Your ladyfliip's moft hearty 

and obedient fervan^ 
r. W A T T S, 



To 
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To the dear Mem^'^'V of my honoured Friend, 
Thomas Gunston, Efq; 

Who died Nov. 11, 1700, when he had juft fini/hed 
his Seat at Newington. 

r\P blafted hopes, and of fliort witherincj Joys, 

^^ Sing, heavenly Miife. Try thine ethereal voice' 

In funeral numbers and a doleful fong j 

Gunfton the juft, the generous, and the young, : r.- 

Gunfton the friend is dead. O empty name 

Of earthly blifs ! 'tis all an airy dream, 

^1 a vain thought ! Our foaring fancies rife 

On treacherous wings ! and hopes that touch the (kies . 

Drag but a longer ruin through the downward air, . 

And plunge the falling joy ftill deeper in defpair. . . 

•' ■ . . 

How did our fouls (land flatterM and prepared 

To Ihout him welcome to the feat he rear*d ! 

There the dear man fhonld fee his hopes complete, 

Smiling, and tafting every lawful fweet 

That peace and plenty brings, while numerous years 

Circling delightful playM around the fpheres : 

Revovling funs (hould ilill renew his ftrength. 

And draw the uncommon thread to an unufual length, 

But hafty fate thrufts her dread (hears between. 

Cuts the young life off, and (liuts up the fcene. 

Thus airy Pleafure dances in our eyes. 

And fpreads falfe images in fair difguife, 

T' 



a9S WATTS'S POEMS, 

T' allure our fouls, till juft within our arms 
The viGon dies, and all the painted l harms 
Flee quick away from the purfuing Cght, 
Till they are loft in (hades, and mingle with the night. 

Mufe, ftretch thy wings, and thy fad journey bend 
To the fair Fabrick that thy dying friend 
Built namelef^ : 'twill fuggeft a thoufand things 
Mournful and foft as my Urania fings. 

How did he lay the deep Foundations ftrong, • 
Marking the bounds, and rear the Walls along 
Solid and lafting ; there a numerous train 
Of happy Gunftons might in pleafurc reign. 
While nations peri(h, and long ages run. 
Nations unborn, and ages unbegun : 
Not time itfelf fhould wafte the bleft eftate. 
Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient feat. 
How fond our fancies are ! The founder dies 1 

Childlefsj his fitters weep and clofe his eyes, > 

And wait upon his hearfe with ncver-ceafing cries. ) 
Lofty and flow it moves to meet the tomb. 
While weighty forrow nods on every plume ; 
A thoufand groans his dear remains convey, 1 

To his cold lodging in a bed of clay, V 

His country's facred tears well-watering all the way. J 
See the dull wheels ioll on the fable road ; 
But no dear fon to tread the rnournfisl load. 
And fondly kind drop his young forrows there. 
The father's urn bedewing with a filial tear, 

Obatf 
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) had he left us One behind, to play 
Van ton about the painted Hal], and fay, 
' This was my father's," with impatient joy 
n my fond arms I 'd clafp the finiUng boy, 
Lnd call him my young friend : but awful fiuc, 
►efign'd the mighty flroke as lading as 'twas great. 

And muft this building then, this coftly frame, 
and here for ftrangers ? Muft feme unknown name, 
Dflefs thefe Rooms, the labours of my friend ? 
^hy were thefe walls rais'd for this haplefs end ? 
^hy thefe Apartments all adorn \l fo gay ? 
''hy his rich fancy laviih'd thus away ? 
!ufc, view the Paintings, how the hovering light 
ays o'er the colours in a wanton flight, 
nd mingled fliades wrought in by foft degrees, 
ive a fweet foil to all the charming piece j 
It nighty eternal niglit, hangs black around 
ic difmal chambers of the hollow ground, 
nd folid (hades unmingled round his bed 
md hideous : Earthy fogs embrace his head, 
id noifome vapours glids along his face 
(ing perpetual. Mule, forfake the place, 
:c the raw damps of the unwholefome clay, 
ok to his airy fpacious Hall, and fay, 
How has he chang'd it for a lonefome cave, 
C^onfin'd and crowde<]Hn a narrow gtave !" 

rh' unhappy houfe, looks defolate and mourns, 
id every door groans doleful as it turns j 

The 
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The pillars languifh ; and each lofty wall 
Stately in grief, laments the mafter's fall. 
In drops of briny dew j the fabrick bears 
His faint refemblance, and renews my tears. 
Solid and fqiiare it riles from below : 
A noble air without a gaudy fhow 
Keigns through the model, and adorns the whole. 
Manly and plain. Such was the builder^s foul. 

O how I love to view the ftately frame. 
That dear memorial of the beft lovM name \ 
Then could I wifh for fome prodigious cavo 
Vaft as his feat, and filent as his grave, 
Where the tall (h'adcs ftrctch to the hideous roof. 
Forbid the day, and guard the fun-beams off; 
Thither, my willing feet, fhould ye be drawu 
At the grey twilight, and the early dawn. 
There fwectly fad (hould my Ibft minutes roll. 
Numbering the forrows of my drooping foul. 
But thefe are airy thoughts ! fubftantial grief 
Gro'vs by thole objects that fliould yield relief; 
Fond of my woes, I heave my eyes around. 
My grief from every profpcf^ courts a wound ; 
Views the green gardens, views the fmiling (kifis, 
Still my heart finks, and ftill my cares arife"; 
My wandering feet rounxl the fair manfion rove, 
And there to footh my fon-ows I indulge my lore. 

Oft have I laid the awful Calvin by. 
And the fweet Cowley, with impatient eye 



To 
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/alls, pay the fad vifit there, 
tribute of an hourly tear : 
forae melancholy fccne, 
)enrive thought, and many a figh between* 
we took the evening air, 
f, and my Urania there j 
ia, how the weftern fun 
ack clouds, and in full glory ihone 
of, then dropt into the fea, 
ght devoured the fweet remains of day j 
It youth ju(t rearM his jfhining bead 
fhades of life, and funk among the dead* 
adom*d with all his light 
i walls again : but endicfs night 
rord where the dear Gunfton lies, 
er, and mud never rife, 
e beams, unfeafonable ftar, 
le fmiles defcending from afar, 
jrning houfe ? In vain the day 
1 the windows with a Joyful ray, 
hining path along the floors 
:vening and the morning hours ; 
ds them : while vaft cmptinefs 
snce reigns through all the ptace^ 
:hearful change of nature's face, 
heels will on without control, 
fe, the tuneful fpheres will roll, 
jightly Bears walk round and watch | 



] 
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See while I fpeak, high on her fable wheel 
Old night advancing climbs the eaftern hill : 
Troops of dark clouds prepare her way j behold. 
How their brown pinions edg'd with evening gold 
Spread fhadowing o'er the hoitfe, and glide away 
Slowly purfuing the declining day 5 
O'er the broad Roof they fly their circuit ftill, 
Thus days before they did, and days to come theywi 
But the black cloud that (hadows o'er his eyes. 
Hangs there unmoveable, and never flics : 
Fain would I bid the envioys gloom be gone 5 
Ah fruitlefs wi/h ! how are his curtains drawn 
For a long evening that defpairs the dawn ! 

Mufe, view the Turret: juft beneath the flcica 
Lonefome it ftands, and fixes my fad eyes. 
As it would a fk a tear. O facred feat 
Sacred to friendfhip ! O divine retreat ! 
Here did I hope my happy hours t' employ. 
And fed before-hand on the promis'd joy. 
When weary of the noify town, my friend 
From mortal cares retiring, fhould afcend 
And lead me thithier. We alone would fit 
Free and fecure of all intruding feet ; 
Our thoughts fhould ftretch their longeft wings, andrifcj 
Nor bound their foarings by the lower flcies : 
Our tongues fhould aim at everlafting themes. 
And fpeak what mortals dare, of all the names 
Of boundlefs joys and glories, thrones and feats 
Built high in heaven for fouls : We M trace the ftreet» 

Of 



irting fpirits there to meet, y 

. approach th"* Almighty feat, > 
I adorinc: at our Maker's ^eet. i 



I 
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f golden pavement, walk each blifsful field, 

.nd climb and tafte the fniits the fpicy mountains yield t 

'hen would we fwear to keep the facred road, 

.nd walk right upwards to that bleft^bode : 

/"e 'd charge our parting 

'here hand in hand 

nd bend our heads adoring 

hus (bould we mount on bold adventurous wings 

\ high difcourfe, and dwell on heavenly things, 

fhile the pleasM hours in fweet Aicceflion move, 

.nd minutes meafur'd, as they are above, 

y ever-ciriing joys, and ever-fhining love. 

Anon our thoughts fhould lower their lofty flight, 

nk by degrees, and take a pleafing fight, 

. large round profpe6l of the fpreading plain, 

he wealthy river, and his winding train, 

he fmoky city, and the bufy men. 

ow we ihoxild fmile to fee degenerate worms 

avifh their lives, and fight for airy forms 

•f painted honour, dreams of empty found 

'ill envy rife, and fhoot a fecond wound 

it fwelHng glory, ftrait the bubble breaks, 

^nd the fcenes vanifh, as the man awakes ; 

hen the tall titles infolent and proud 

nk to the duft, and mingle with the crowd. 

Man is a reftlefs thing: Still vain and wild, 
ves beyond fixty, nor outgrows the child : 

Hit 
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His hurrying lu(U ftill break the fHcred bound 
To fcek new pleafurcs on forbidden ground. 
And buy them all too dear. Unthinking fool. 
For a (hort dying joy to fell a deathlcfs foul 1 
'Tis but a grain of fweetnefs they can fow. 
And reap the long fad harveft of immortal woe. 

Another tribe toil in a different ftrife. 
And banifh all the lawful fweets of life. 
To fweat and dig for gold, to hoard the ore, 1 

Hide the dear duft yet darker than before, V 

And never dare to ufe a grain of all the llore. J 

Happy the man that knows the value juft 
Of earthly things, nor is enflav'd to duft. 
'Tis a rich gift the fkies but rarely fend 
To favourite fouls. Then happy thou, my friend. 
For thou hadft learnt to manage and command 
The wealth that heaven beftow'd with liberal hand : 
Hence this fair ftrufture rofe ; and hence this feat '\ 
Made to invite my not unwilling feet : > 

In vain 'twas made I for we fhall never meet, J 

And fmile, and love, and blefs each other here. 
The envious tomb forbids thy face t' appear. 
Detains thee, Gunfton, from my longing eyes. 
And all my hopes lie buiy'd, where my Gunfton lies. 

Come lilther, all ye tendereft fouls, that know 
Th J hei~hts of fondnefs, and the depths of woe. 
Young mothers, who your darling bubcs have found 
UntiiiiCly murdcr'd with a ghallly wound j 

Ve 
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phs, who on the bridal bed 

irms your lovers cold and deady 

imp of all your wild defpair, 

c-lids, and diforder'd hair, 

oks J come, mingle grief with me, 

: little flieams in my unbounded fea. 

ourners of a nobler mold, 

J, whofe dear embraces hold 

re's tics ; you that have known 

s made intimately One, 

ng ftroke : 'Tis you muft tell 

twinges, and the racks I feel : 

ne that dreadful wound has borne, 

: its deareft half is torn, 

reding, and but lives to mourn. 

efs ! fuch raging grief 

id pity, and defpair relief. « 

ts, ihould rife from all my groans^ 

•cks, and fynipathy to (lones. 

oods and echoing Hills around, 
I with a perpetual found : 
•y Vales with thorns o'ergrown, 
inrs, and declare your own j 
'd is dead* The humble plain 
nve his courteous feet again : 
fmiling meadows, and be feen 
es, inftead of youthful green 5 
»rook, that dill runs warbling by, 
I, and weep his ufekfs channel dry. 

X Hither 
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Hither methinks the lowing herd fliould comcji 
And moaning turtles murmur o>r his tomb s 
The oak fhall wither, and the curling vine 
Weep his young life out, while his armt untwine 
Their amorous folds* and mix his bleeding ibul with 

mine. 

Ye ftately elms, in your long order mourn • | 
Strip off your pride, to drefs your mafter's urn s 
Here gently drop your leaves inftead of tears s 
Ye elms, the reverend growth of ancient years. 
Stand tall and naked to the bluftering rage 
Of the mad winds ; thus it becomes your age 
To (hew your forrows. Often ye have feen 
Our heads reclin'd upon the rifmg green j 
Beneath your facred (hade diffused we lay. 
Here friendftiip reign'd with an unbounded fway t 
Hither our fouls their conlUnt offerings brought. 
The burthens of the breai^, and labours of the thought} 
Our opening bofoms on the confcious ground 
Spread all the ibrrows and the joys we found. 
And mingled every care ; nor was it known 
Which of the pains and pleafures were our own 5 
Then with an equal hand and honell foul 1 

We ihare the heap, yet both poffefs the whole, f 
And all the padions there through both our bofoms roil. I 
Py tunis we comfort, and by turns complain, 
And bear and eafe by turns the fympathy of pain. 

* There was a long row of tall elms then ftandiflf 
«rhcre Ibme years utter the lower garden vras made. 

Friendibip^ 
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iendfhip ! myfterious thing, what magic power* 
ort thy fway, and charm thefe minds of ours ? 
d to thy foot we boaft our birth-right ftili, 
dream of freedom, when wc 've loft our will^ 
changM away our fouls : At thy command> 
hatch new mifcries from a foreign hand, 
}\\ them ours ; and, thoughtlefd of our cafei 
le the dear felf that we were horn to pleafe. 
I tyrannefs of miuds, whole cruel throne 
on poor mortals forrows not their own } 
tough our mother nature could no more 
woes fufEcient for each Ton (he bore, 
dihip divides the (hares, and lengthens out the 

flore« 
ire are fond of thine imperious reign, 
I of thy flavery, wanton in our pain, 
chide the courteous hand when death di(ro)ves 

the chain. 



} 

! 



tue, forgive the thought !' the raving Mufe 
and defpairing knows not what (he does, 
's mad in grief, and in her favage hours 
nts the name (he loves and (he adores, 
i thy votarefs too j and at thy (hrine, 
red Friendfhip, offcrM fongs divine, 
e Gunfton liv'd, and both our fouls were thine, 
to thefe (liades at folemn hours we came, 
ay devotion with a mutual flame, 
ers in blifs. Sweet luxury of the mind ! 
fweet the aids of fenfe ! Each ruder wind 

X a Slept 
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Slept in its caverns, while an evening breeze 
FanuM the leaves gently, fporting through the trees j 
The Jinnet and the lark their vefpers fung. 
And clouds of crimfon o'er th' horizon hung { 
The flow-declining fun with Hoping wheels 
Sunk down the golden day behind the weftern hills. 

Mourn, ye young gardens, ye unfinifh'd gates. 
Ye green inclofures, and ye growing fweets. 
Lament ; for ye our midnight hours have known» 
And watch'd us walking by the fdent moon 
In conference divine, while heavenly fire 
Kindling our breads did all our thouglits infpire 
With joys aim oft immortal j then our »eal 
BlazM and burnt high to reach th' ethereal hill. 
And love refin'd, like that above the poles. 
Threw both our arms round one another^s foult 
In rapture and embraces. Oh forbear. 
Forbear, my fong ! this is too much to bear. 
Too dreadful to repeat j fuch joys as thefe 
Fled from the earth for ever ! — 

Oh for a general grief! let all things fliare 
Our woes, that knew our loves : The neighbouring air 
Let it be laden with immortal Hghs, 
And tell the gales, that every breath that flies 
Over thcie fields fhould murmur and complain. 
And Iciis the fading grafs, and propagate the pain* 
Weep all ye buildings, and the groves around 
For ever weep : this is an endlcfs wound, 

ViA 
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arable. Ye buildings knew 
ijjue, ye groves have heard it too 1 
found no more flinll ye rejoice, 
>re muft" hear the charnning voice r 
Irooping foul ! that heavenly breath, 
peak life, lies now congealM in d^ath j 
. folded lips all cold and pale 
IS and heavy filence dwell. 

nd hope would hear him fpeak again, 
: leaft, one gentle word, and ther> 
id I call : In vain I cry 
id 5 for he muft ne'er reply, 
urn, and drop thcfc funeral teart^ 
e grave have neither eyes nor ears : 
'tune my forrows to the groves^, 
fwdling griefs, and tell the winds our loves; 
ar youth flecps faft, and hears them not : 
ot me ; In the lonefome vault 
Watts and Friendihip, cold he lie» 
hinking clay.— 

?r am I led ? This artlefs grief 
duCii on, obftlnate and deaf 
cer rules, and bears her down 
fabrick to the neighbouring ground : 
hours, the happy moments paft 
t fields reviving on my tafte 
vay ref^ftlefs with impetuous hafte. 

X 3 Spr«ad 
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Spread thy ftrong pinions once again, my fong* 

And reach the Turret thou haft left fo Jong s 

O'er the wide roof its lofty head it rears. 

Long waiting our converfe ; but only hears 

The noify tumults of the realms on high $ 

The winds fahite it whittling as they fly. 

Or jarring round the windows j rattling fhowcrs 

Lafh the fair (ides ; above, loud thunder roars 5 

But ftill the mafter deeps ; nor hears the voice 

Of facrcd friendship, nor the tempeft's noife s 

An iron (lumber fits on every fenfe, 

In vain the heavenly thunders ftrive to rouze it thence. 

One labour more, my Miife, the golden Sphere 
Seems to demand : See through the duflcy air 
Downward it (hincs upon the rifing moon $ 
And, as (he labours up to reach her noon, 
Purfucs her orb with repercuflive light. 
And ftrcaming gold repays the paler beams of night : 
Eut not one ray can reach the darkfome grave, 
Or pierce the folici gloom that (ills the cave 
Where Gunfton dwells in death. Behold it flames 
Like fome new meteor with diflfufivc beams 
Through the mid-heaven, and overcomes the ftarsj ^ 
•' So (hines thy Gunfton's foul above the fpheres," t 
Kaphaei replie:., and wipes away my tears. J 

** We faw the flc(h fink down with clofmg eyes, 
«* We heard thy grief (hriek out, He dies. He dies, 
«' Miftaken grief! to call the fle(h the friend! 
*' On our fair wings did the bright youth afcend, 

5 " All 
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1 heaven embraced him with immortal love, 

id fung his welcome to the courts above. 

ntle Ithuriel led him round the fkies, 

it buildings ftmck him with immenfe Airprixe ; 

le fpires all radiant, and the manfions bright, 

le roof high-vaulted with ethereal Ifght : 

iuty and ftrength on the tall bulwarks faft 

heavenly diamond i and for every gate 

, golden hinges a broad ruby turns, 

lards off the foe, and as it moves it burns ; 

llions of glories reign through every part j. 

inite power, and uncreated art, 

,nd here difplay'd, and to the ftranger fhow 

w rt out-fhines the nobleft feats betov/. 

le ftranger fed his gazing powers awhile 

anfported: Then, with a.regardkfs fmile, 

ancM his eye downward through the cryftal floor, 

id took eternal leave of what he built before/* 



w, fair Urania, leave the dokful ftrain 5 
aei commands : AfTumc thy joys again, 
erlafting numbers fing, and fay, 
nfton has mov'd his dwelling to the realms of day. 
nfton the friend lives ft ill : And give thy groans 
" away.'* 



} 
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An ELEGY on Mr. THOMAS GOUGE. 

To Mr. Arthur Shallet, Merchant, 

Worthy Sir, 

^T^HE fubje^l of the follo^ng elegy wag high in 
your cfteem, and enjoyed a large (hare of your 
affeflions. Scarce doth his memory need the affiflance 
of the Mufe to make it perpetual ; but when flie can at 
once pay her honours to the venerable dead, and hj 
this addrefs acknowledge the favours Oie hat received 
from the living, it is a double pleafure to, 

SIR, 

Your obliged humble (errant, | 
I. WATTS. 

To the Memory of the Rev**. Mr Thomas 
Gouge, who died Jan. 8th, i «gg. 

"^"E virgin fouls, whofe fweet complaint 
* Could teach Euphrates • not to flow. 
Could Sion's ruin fo divinely paint, 

Array'd in beauty and in woe : 

Awake, ye virgin fouls, to mourn. 
And with your tuneful forrows dreft a prophn's uni. 

• Pfal. 137. Lament, i, », 3. 

O couU 
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could ray lips or flowing eyes 
But imitate fuch charming grief, 

1 M teach the Teas, and^each the ikies, 
Wailings, and fobs, and fympathies, 
Nor fhould the ftones or rocks be deaf j 
Rocks fliall have eyes, and ftones have ears, 

While Gouge's death is mourn*d in melody and tears. 

Heaven was impatient of our crimes, 

And.^nt his minifter of death 
To fcourge the bold rebellion of the times. 
And to demand our prophet's breath ; 

He came commi(non''d for the Fates 

Of awful Mead, and charming Bates | 

There he efTay'd the vengeance firft, 
Then tooka difmal aim, and brought great Gouge to duft* 

Great Gouge to duft ! how doleful is the found ! 
How vaft the ftroke is ! and how wide the wound ! 

Oh painful ftroke ! diftrefTing death I 
A wound unmcafurably wide 
. No vulgar moital dy'd 
When he refign'd his breath. 
The Mufe that mourns a nation's fall. 
Should wait at Gouge's funeral, 
Should mingle majefty and groans. 
Such as fhe iings to (inking thrones. 
And in deep founding numbers tell. 
How Sign titmbled, when this pillar fell. 

Sion 
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Sion grows weak, and England poor. 
Nature herfelf, with all her ftore. 
Can furnifh fuch a pomp for death no more. 

The reverend man kt all things mourn > 

Sure he was fome aethereal mind, 
. Fated in flefh to be confin'd^ 
And order'd to be bom. 
His foul was of th' angelic frame. 
The fame ingredients, and the mold the fame,. 
When the Creator makes a miniftcr of ilamcj 

He was all form'd of htavenly things. 
Mortals, believe what my Urania (Ings, ^ 
For (he has feen him rife u^.on his flamy wlogs* 

How would he mount, hov/ would he fly 
Up through the ocean of the fky, 

Tow'rd the celeftial coaft \ 
With what amazing fwiftnefs foar 
Till earth's dark ball was feen no more. 

And all its mountains loft ! 
Scarce could the Mufe pw-fue him with her fight i 

But, angels, you can tell, 
For oft you met his wondrous flight. 

And knew the ftranger well ; 
Say, how he pad the radiant fpheres, 
Ap.d vifited your happy feats. 
And tracM thewell-known turnings of the goMenftrcetij 

And walk'd among the ftars, 

Tdl 
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how he cHmbM the everlaf^ing hills 
irveying all the realms above, 
le on a ftrong-wingM faith, and on the fiery wheel* 
Of an immortal love, 
was there he took a glorious fight 
le inheritance of faints in light, 
read their title in their Saviour's right. 
>w oft the humble fcholar came, 
nd to your fongs he raisM his ears 
3 learn th' unutterable name, 
} view tb* eternal bafe that bears> 
The new creation's frame, 
le countenance of God he faw. 
Full of mercy :' full of awe, 
glories of his power, and glories of his grace; 
« he beheld the wondrous fprings 
' thofe celeftial facred things, 
peaceful gofpcl, and the fiery law 
In that majeltic face, 
face did all his gazing powers employ, 
I rood profound abafement and exalted joy, 
le rolls of fate were half unfeal'd. 
He ftood adoring by ; 
le volume open'd to his eye, 
id fwect intelligence he held 
. all his (hining kindred of the fky. 

feraphs that furround the throne, 
how his name was through the p:\lace known, 
warm his zeal was, and how like your own : 

Sptak 
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Speak it aloud, let half the nation hear. 
And bold blafphemers fhrink and fear * i 

Impudent tongues ! to blaft a prophet*t name I 

The poifon fure was fetched from hell. 
Where the old bl.ifphemers dwell. 

To taint the pui-eft duft, and blot the whitcft fame ! 

Impudent tongues 1 You (hould be darted through| 
Nail'd. to your own black mouths, and lie 
Ufelefs and dead till (lander die, 
Till flander die with you. 

« We faw him, faid th* ethereal throng, 

« We faw his warm devotions rire, 

« We heard the fervour of his cries, 

** And mix'd his praifes with our fong : 
'« We kiVew the fecret flights of his retiring hours, 

*• Nightly he wak'd his inward powers, 
«< Young IlVael rofe to wrcftle with his God, 
•< And with unconquer'd force fcal'd thecelefttal towti 
*< To reach the blefling down for thofe that fought 1 
*• blood. 

<* Oft we beheld the thiindercr's hand 

*< KuisM high to crufli the factious foe ; 
** As oft we law the rolling vengeance (land 

•• Doubtful f obey the dread command, 
<* While his afcending prayer upheld the falling Wow. 

Draw the pad fcenes of thy delight, 
My Mufe, and bring the wondrous man to fight. 

* Though he was fo great and good a man, he<li< 
aot efcape cenfurc. 

Plac 
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Place him furrounded ns he ftood 

With pious ci'owds, while froir. his tongue 
K (Ircam of harmony ran foft along, 
\nd every year drank in the flowing good : 

Softly it ran its filvcr way, 
rill warm devotion raised the current (bong : 
Then fervid zeal on the fweet deluge rode, 

Life, love and glory, grace and joy, 
Divinely roUM promifcuous on the torrent- flood, 
\nd bore our raptur'd fenie away, and thouglits and 
fouls to God. 

O might we dwell for ever there ! 
^o more return to breathe this grofl*er air, 
This atmofphere of fin, calamity, and care. 

8ut heavenly fcenes foon leave the flght 

While we belong to clay, 
Paflfions of terror and delight. 

Demand alternate fway. 

Behold the man, whofe awful voice 

Could well proclaim the fiery law. 

Kindle the flames that Mofes faw. 

And fwell the trumpet's warlike noife. 
fie ftands the herald of the threaten mg iWtes, 
-o, on his reverend brow the frowns divinely rife, 
\11 Sinai's thunder on his tongue, and lightning in 
eyes. 

Round the high roof the curfes flew 

Diftinguifiiing each guilty head, 
•"ar from th' unequal war the atheift fled. 

His 
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His kindled arrows dill purfue. 

His arrows ftrike the atheift throug 

And o''er his inmoft powers a fhudderir 

The marble heart groans with an inv« 

Blafpheming fouls of hardenM fteel 

Shriek out aniazM at the new pangs t 

Ami dread the echoes of the found 

The lofty wretch arm'd and arrtyV 

In gaudy pride finks down his impioi 

Plunges in dark defpair^ and minglcj 

Now, Mufe, affume a fofter (Iraini 
Now footh the finner*8 raging fmar 
Borrow of Gouge the wondrous ar 

To calm the furging confcience, and a 
He from a bleeding God derives 
Life for the fouls that guilt had fla 
And ftrait the dying rebel lives, 

The dead arife again j 
The opening flcies almoft obey 
His powerful fong ; a heavenly ray 

Awakes defpair to light, and fhe:is a 
His wondrous voice rolls back the 
Recalls the fcenes of ancient years, 

To make the Saviour known j 
Sweetly the flying charmer roves 
Through all his labours and his )o^ 

The anguiih of his crofs, and triumphs 

Come, he invites our feet to try 
The ftecp afcent of Calvary, 
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Lnd fets the fatal tree before our eye : 
See here celeftial forrow reigns 5 
Rude nails and ragged thorns lay by, 
'ing'd with the crimfon of redeeming veins. 
I wondrous words he fung the vital flood 

Where all our fins were drown'd. 
Words fit to heal and fit to wound, 
darp as the fpear, and balmy as the blood. 

In his difcourfe divine 
Afrelh the purple fountain flowM ; 
ur falling tears kept fympathetic time, 

And trickled to the ground. 
While every accent gave a doleful found, 
id as the breaking heart-ftrings of th' expwing God. 

Down to the manfions of the dead, 
With trembling joy our fouls are led, 

The captives of his tongue ; 
here the dear prince of light reclines his head 

Darknefs and (hades among. 
With pleafing horror we furvey 

The caverns of the tomb. 
Where the belov'd Redeemer lay, 

And (bed a fweet perfume. 
Hark, the old earthquake roars again 
In Gouge's voice, and breaks the chain 
Of heavy death, and rends the tombs i 
The rifing God ! he comes, he comes, 
^ith throngs of waking faints, a long triumphing train. 

S«e 
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See the bright fquadrons of the iky. 
Downward on wings of joy and halle they fly 
Meet their returning fovereign, and attend hi 

A (hining car the conquerer fills, 

Forin'd of a golden cloud 5 
Slowly the pomp moves up the azure hills. 

Old Satan foams and yells aloud. 
And gnaws th^ eternal brafs that binds him to 1 
The opening gates of blifs receive their King 

The Father-God fmilcs on his Son, 
Pays him the honours he has won. 
The lofty thrones adore, and littic cherubs 

Behold him on his native throne. 

Glory fits faft upon his head ; 

DrefsM in new light, and beamy robes, 
His hand rolls-on the feafons, and the fhinir 
And fways the living worlds, and regions of 

Gouge was his envoy to the realm below, 
Vaft was his truft, and great his Ikill, 
Bright the credentials he could fhow. 

And thoufands own\i -the i'eal. 
His hallowM lips could well impait 
The grace, the promife, and command : 
He knew the pity of Immanuel's heart. 
And terrors of Jehovah's hand. 
How did our fouls dart out, to hear 
The embailles of love he bare. 
While every ear in rapture hung 
Ui>on the charming wonders of his tongue 
5 
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: *8 bufy cares a facred filence bound, 
Lttention ftood with all her powers, 
^ith fixed eyes and awe profound, 
hain'd to the plcafure of the found. 
Nor knew the flying hours, 

ut O my everlafting grief ! 
vcn has recallM his envoy from our eyes, 
!ence deluges of forrow rife, 
or hope th' impoffible relief. 
e remnants of the facred tribe 
i^ho feel the lofs, come fhare the fmart, 
And mix your groans with mine : 
^here is the tongue that can defcribe 
ifinite things with equal art. 
Or language fo divine ? 
ur paflions want the heavenly flame, 
lighty Love breathes faintly in our fongs, 
i awful threatenings languifh on our tongues j 
lowe is a great but fingle name : 
idft the crowd he (lands alone ; 
ids yet, but with his ftarry pinions on, 
ft for the flight, and ready to be gone, 
ternal God, command his ftay, 
tretch the dear months of his delay 5 
re could wi(h his age were one immortal day ! 
iut when the flaming chariot's come, 
^ fhining guards, t' attend thy prophet home, 
i.midft a thoufand weeping eyes, 
d an Eliflia down, a foul of equal fjze, 
burn this worthlefs globe, and take us to the (kies. 
Y DIVINE 



xf I V 1 ft e . 
O N G 



A T T E 



M P T E D IN 



EASY LANGUAGE 



FOR THE USE OF 



H 



I L D R E K. 



It 



of the Mouths of Babes and Suckling. 



thoa haft perfefted Praife 



M*TT. XXI 



i. 16. 



Y« 



t J^S 1 



R E F A C E, 

that are concerned in the Education of 
Children. 

FrIE N DSy 

an awful and important charge that is committed 
ou. The wifdom and welfare of the fucceeding 
ion are intrufted with you beforehand, and de^ 
uch on your condu£l. The feeds of mifery or 
;fs in this world, and that to come, are often- 
9wn very early ; and therefore whatever may 
e to give the minds of children a relifh for vir* 

1 religion, ought, in the firft place, to be pro- 
3 you. 

2 was at firft defigned for the fervice of God, 
it hath been wretchedly abufed fince. The an- 
among the Jews and the Heathens, taught their 

n and difciples the precepts of morality and wor- 
verfe. The children of Ifrael were commanded 
(I the words of the fong of Mofes, Deut. xxx'u 
. and we are directed in the New Tellament, 
ly to fmg ** with grace in the heart, but to teach 
inonifh one another by hymns and fongs,'' Ephef.. 

And there are thefe four advantages in it. 
There is a great delight in the very learning of 
and duties this way. There is Ibmething fo 
Y 3, amufing, 
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amufing and entertaining in rhymes and tnetrei Hiat 
will incline children to make this part of their buHneft 
a diverfion. And jrou may turn th«r very duty itiloa 
reward, by giving them the privilege of learning one oF 
thefe Songs every week> if they fulfil the bufinefeof tk 
week well, and promifing them the book itfelf, wket 
they have learnt ten or twenty fongs out of it. 

II. What is learnt in verfe, is long«r retained ii 
memory, and fooner recolle£led. The like founds, anii 
the like number of fyHables, exteedingly aflift the rl- 
membrance. And it may often happen, that Ae c«l 
of a fortg running iti the mind, may be an eftiftiBl 
means to keep off feme temptitioh^, or to indiftett 
fofn6 duty, vfrheh a word of fcripture is not Upott AA 
thoughts. 

III. Thk will be a conftant furniture for the micdl 
of children, that they may have fortiething to think up(» 
when alone, and fmg over to themfelves. This mtf 
fometimes give their thoughts a divine turn, and raifet 
young meditation. Thus they will not be forced ti 
feek relief for an emptinefs of mind, out of the look i 
and dangerous fonnets of the age. 

IV. Thefe Divine Songs may be a pleafant and proper 
matter for their daily or weekly worfliip, to fing one 
in the family, at fuch time as the parents or govcrnort 
ihall appoint ; and therefore I have coi>fined the verfe 
to the moft ufual pfalm tunes. 

The greateft part of this little book was compoTw 

fcveral years ago, at the requeft of a friendi whoiw 

7 ^^ 
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engaged in the work of catechifing a very great 
'children of all kinds, and with abundant ikill 
!*8. So that you will find here nothing that ia- 
party : The children of high and low degree, 
ch of England or DifTenters, baptifed in infancy, 
ly all join together in diefe fongs. And as I 
ivoured to fmk the language to the level of a 
derftanding, and yet to keep it, if poHible, 
tempt ) fo I hav€ defigned to profit all, if 
nd offend none. I hope the more general the 
hefe compofures may be of the more univerfal 
rvice. 

added at the end, fome attempts of Sonnets 
Subjects, for children, with an air of plea* 
pro?oke fome fitter pen to write a little book 

ic Alvnighty God make you faitl^ful in this 
work of education j may he fucceed your 
his abundant grace, that the rifing generation 
Iritain may be a glory among the nations, a 
» the chriilian world, and a bleiTing to the 
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DIVINE SONG 

FOR 

C H I I, D R E N. 



SONG I. 
A general Song of Praife to G o i>. 

TTOW glorious is our heavenly King, 
**■ "^ Who reigns above the fky ! 
How (hall a child prefume to fing 
His dreadful majefty ? 

How great his power is, none can tell. 

Nor think how large his grace ; 
Not men below, nor faints that dwell 

On high before his face. 

Not angels that (land round the Lord, 

Can fearch his fecret will ? 
But they perform his heavenly word. 

And fing his praifcs iX'dl, 
3 
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t roe join this holy train, 
my firft offerings bring 5 
nal God will not difdain 
sar an infant fing. 

rt refolves, my tongue obeys, 
angels fhall rejoice, 
their mighty Maker's praife 
i from a feeble voice. 

SONG II. 

raife for Creation and Providence.. 

th' almighty power of God, 
at madelhe mountains rife, 
read the flowing feas abroad, 
built the lofty ikies. 

le wifdom that ordain'd 

un to rule the day ; 

on fliines full at his command, 

^1 the ftars obey. 

le goodnefs pf the Lord, 
fil rd the earth with food 5 
I'd the creatures with his word,, 
then pronounced them good. 

ow thy wonders are difplay'd^ 
•e'er I turn mine eye! 
/ey the ground I tread, 
ize upon the iky I 

There's 
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There 's not a plant or flower beiow> 

But makes thy glories known $ 
And clouds arife, and tempefts blow. 

By order from thy throne. 

♦Creatures ^as numeroos as they be) 

Are fubjeft to thy care ; 
There's not a place where we can flee. 

But God is prefent there* 

In heaven he (hines with beams of love. 

With wrath in hell beneath ! 
'•Tis on hts earth I ftand or move. 

And 'tis his air I breathe. 

His hand is ray perpetual guard j 

He keeps me with his eye : 
Why fhould I then forget the Lord, 

Who is for ever nigh ? 

SONG III. 

Praife to G o d for our Redemjytion. 

"D L E ST be the wifdom and the power, 
-^^ The juftice and the grace. 
That Join'd in counfel to reftore. 
And fave our ruin'd race. 

Our father ate forbidden fruit. 

And from his glory fell j 
And we his children thus were brought 

To death, and near to hell. 
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Bleft be the Lord that fent his Son 

To take our ffelh and blood ; 
He fur erne liva g&te n^ his owH, 

To make our peace with God. 

He honoured all his Father's Uws^ 

Which we have dif^b«y'd ( 
?ie bore our fins upon the croTs, 

And our full ranfom paid. 

behold him rifingfroiB the graTej 

Behold hira raisM on ht^ : 
ie pleads his merit, there to fave 

Tranfgrcflbrs doomM to die. 

^here on a glorious throne he reigttJ, 

And by his pcf9r&e &vilie 
Redeems us from the fl«fti'A chains 

Of Satan and of fin. > 

f^hence fhall the Lord to judgnwiit com«^ 

And with a foveretgn veice 
•hall call, and break up every tortiitt. 

While waking faints KJoice. 

^ nriay I then with joy appear 

Before the judge's face, 
V^nd with the blefs'd affembly there 
-^ing his redeeming grace I 
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SONG IV. 

Prdfe for Mercies Spiritual and T 

'XXTHene'er I take my walks abroad, 
^ ^ How many poor I fee ? 
What (hall T render to my God 
For all his gifts to me ? 

Not more than others I deferve. 
Yet God has given me more j 

For I have food, while others ftarvc^ 
Or beg from door to door. 

How many children in the ftreet 

Half naked I behold ! 
While I am cloath'd from head to fect^ 

And coverM from the cold. 

While fome poor wretches fcarce can^ell 
Where they may lay their head } 

I have a home wherein to dwell. 
And reft upon my bed. 

While others early learn to fwear. 
And curfe, and lye, and fteal 5 

Lord, I am taught thy name to fear> 
And do thy holy will.^ 

Are thefe thy favours day by day 

To me above the reft ? 
Then let me love Thee more than they, 

And try to ferve thee beft.. 
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SONG V. 

ufc forBirth and Education in a Chriftian Land* 

"^ REAT God, to thee my voice I raife, 
^ To thee my youngeft hours belong i 
would begin my life with praife, 
rill growing years improve the fong. 

Tis to thy fovereign grace I owe 
That I was bom on Britifli ground ; 
^here (beams of heavenly mercy flow, 
W words of fweet falvation found. 

would not change my native land 
•'or rich Peru with all her gold : 
^ nobler prize lies in my hand, 
I^han Eaft or Weftern Indies hold. . 

^ow do I pity thofe that dwell 
•^here ignorance and darkhefs reigns ! 
^hey know no heaven, they fear no hell, 
^hofe endlefs joys, thofe endlefs pains. 

I hy glorious promifes, O Lord, 
^^ndlc my hopes and my defire ; 
^hile all the preachers of thy word 
'^^rn me to *fcape eternal fire. 

J^y praife (hall ftill employ my breath, 
''^ce thou haft mark'd my way to heaven ; 
^or will I run the road to death, 
•^d wafte the blcflings thou haft given. 

SONG 
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SONG VL 

Praife lor the G o » » ■ l«. 

T ORD» Iai<nb«itt<^%grace» 
^^ And not to chance «a others do». 
That I was born of Chriftian racty 
And not a Heathen, or a Jew*. 

What would the ancient J'ewi(h kings^. 
And Jewifh prophets once Have giveiiy 
Could they have heard tfaofe glortout thing*, 
Which Chrift revealed and brought from heavefl I 

How glad the Heathens would have been. 
That worfliipM idols, wood and kone. 
If they the book of God had feen. 
Or Jefus and his gofpel known t 

Then if this gofpel I refufe, 
How fhall I e'er lift up mine eyea ? 
For all the Gentiles and the Jews 
Againft me will in judgment rife. 

SONG VIL 

The Excellency of the Bible. 

|/^ RE AT God, with wonder and with praife 
^-^ On all thy works I look j 
But ftill thy wifdom, power, and grace, 
6hine brighteft in thy book. 

1 
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The ftars, that in their courfes roll. 

Have much inftru6iion gives ; 
But thy good word informs my foul 

How I may climb to heaven. 

The fields provide me food, and fhow 

The goodnefs of the Lord j 
But fruits of life and glory grow 

In thy moft holy word. 

Here are my choiceft treafures hid. 

Here my beft comfort lies ; 
Here my defires are fatisfyM, 

And hence my hopes arife. 

Lord, make me underftand thy law ; 

Shew what my thoughts have been t 
And from thy gofpel let me draw 

Pardon for all my (in. 

Here would I learn how Chrift has dy'd 

To fave my foul from hell : 
Not all the books on earth beflde 

Such heavenly wonders tell. 

Then let me love my Bible more. 

And take a frefh delight 
By day to read thefe wonders o'er,. 

And meditate by night. 



SONG 
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S O N G VIII. 
Praife to God for learning to Read. 

THE praifes of my tongue 
I offer to the Lord, 
That I was taught, and learnt fo young 
To read his holy word. 

That I am brought to know 

The danger I was in, 
By nature and by praftice too, 

A wretched ilave to fin. 

That I am led to fee 

I can do nothing well ; 
And whither fliall a fmner flee 

To fave himfelf from hell ? 

Dear Lord, this book of thine 

Informs me where to go. 
For grace to pardon all my fin, 

And make me holy too. 

Here I can read, and learn 

How Chrift, the Son of God, 
Has undertook our grtat concern ; 

Our ranfom coil his blood. 
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And now he reigns above. 

He fends his Spirit down 
To (hew the wonders of his love. 

And n^ake his gpfpel known. 

O may that Spirit teach. 

And make my heart receive 
Thofe truths which all thy feinrants preachy 

And all thy (aints believe. 

Then (ball I praife the Lord 

In a more chearful drain. 
That T was taught to read his word. 

And have not learnt in vain. 

SONG IX. 

The All-feeing God. 

A Lmighty God, thy piercing eye 
^^ Strikes through the fliades of night. 
And our moft fecret aftions lie 
All open to thy fight. 

There's not a fin that we commit. 

Nor wicked word we fay, 
But in thy dreadful book 'tis writ, 

Againft the judgment-day. 

And mud the crimes that I have done 

Be read and publiHiM there ? 
Be all exposed before the fun, 
-While men and angels hear ? 

Z Xord, 
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Lord, at thy foot afhamM I Hej 

Upward I dare not look ; 
Pardon my fins before I die, 

And blot them from thy book. 

Remember all the dy'mg pains 

That ipy Redeemer felt. 
And let his blood wa{h put my ftains. 

And anfwcr for my guilt. 

O may I now for ever fear 

T' indulge a finful thought. 
Since the great God call fee and hear. 

And writes d6wn every fault. 
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Solemn Thoughts of G o d and D e a t ir. 

^T^ HERE is a God that reigns above, 
^ Lord of the heavens, and earthy and feat : 
I fear his wrath, I afk his love. 
And with my lips I ling his praifc. 

There is a law which he has writ. 
To teach us ail that we muft do : 
My foul, to his commands fubmit^ 
For they are holy, juft, and true* 

3 "Tnere 



DIVINESONOS. 5sf 

is a gofpel of rich grace, 
:e finners all their comforts draw i^ 
I repent, and feek thy face { 
lave often broke thy law. 

is an hour when I muft die, 
' I know how foon 'twill come t 
ifand children young as I, 
ird by death to hear their doom. 

improve the hours I have, 
the day of grace is fled ; 
8 no repentance in the grave, 
rdons ofFer'd to the dead. 

a tree cut down, that fell 
:th or Southward, there is lies 5 
departs to heaven or hell, 
1 the ilate wherein he dies. 

SONG xr. 

Heaven and Hell, 

CRE is beyond the fky 
Pi. heaven of joy and love i 
•ly children when they die 
> that world above. 

s a dreadful hell, 
everlafting pains $ 
inners mud with devils dwell 
rknefs, fire, and chains. 

7 a €an 
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Can fuch a wretch as I 

Efcape this curfed end ? 
And may I hope wheneVr I die 

I fliall to heaven aCcend ? 

Then will I read and pray. 

While I have Jife and breath ; 
Left I fhould be cut off to-day. 

And fent tq t* eternal death. 

SONG xri. 

The Advantages of early Religioiu 

TT APPY's the child whofe youngeft years 
^ '*• Receive inftruftions well : 
Who hates the .finner's path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 

When we devote our youth to God, 

*Tis pleafing in his eyes ; 
A flower, when offer'd in the bud. 

Is no vain Jacrifice. 

""Tis eafier work if we begin 

To fear the Lord betimes ; 
While fmners that grow old in fin 

Are hardenM in their crimes. 

'Twill fave us from a thoufand fnares. 

To mind religion young ; 
Grace will prcferve our following year«t 

And make our wrtue ftrong. 



T« 



.DIVINE SONGS.' ^i 

■^o thee, Almighty God, to thee,. 

Our childhood we refign 5 * 

"**rwill pleafc us to look back and fee 

That our whole lives were thine. 

^tt the fwcet work of praver and praife 

Employ my youngeft breath ; 
Thus I 'm prepared for longer days. 

Or fit for early death. 



W 
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The Danger of Delay. 
H V fhould I fay, " ^Tis yet too foon 



" To feek for heaven, or think of death ?'* 
A flower may fade befx)re 'lis noon. 
And I this day may lofc my bieath. 

If this rebellious heart of mine 
Dcfpifc the gracious calls of heaven, 
I may be bardcnM in my fin. 
And never have repentance glv^n. 

What if the Lord grow wroth and fwear. 
While I refulc to read and pray, 
That he*ll refufe to lend an ear 
To all my groans another day ? 

What if his drendful anger burn, 
While I refufe bis offer'd grace. 
And all his love to fury turn, 
Aiid iU^ke me dead upon the place ? 

'I 3 'TIs 
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*Ti8 dangerous to provoke a God ! 
His power and vengeance none can tell | 
One ftroke of his Almighty rod 
Shall fend young iinners quick to hell* 

Then 'twill for ever he in vain 
To cry for pardon and for grace : 
To wi/h I had my time again, 
Or hopc^ to fee my Maker's face. 

SONG XIV. 

Examples of early Piety. 

-XTTHAT blefs'd examples do I find 
V V Writ in the word of truth. 
Of children that began to mind 
Religion in their youth ! 

Jefus, who reigns above the flcy, 

And keeps the world in awe. 
Was once a child as young as I, 

And kept his Father's law. 

At twelve years old he talk'd with men, 
(The Jews all wondering (land) 

Yet he obey'd his mother then. 
And came at her command. 

Children a fweet hofanna fung, 
And bleft their Saviour's name ; 

They gave him honour with their tongue. 
While fcribes and pricfts blafpheme. 



Sa 
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Samuel the child was weaa'd* and ^roQghf 

To wait upon the Lord i 
Young Timothy betimes was taught 

To know his holy word. 

Then why fhould I fo long delay 

What others learnt fo foon ? . 
I would not pafs another day 

Without this work begun. 

SONG XV. 
Againft Lying. 

/^'TIS a lovely thing for youth 
^^ To walk betimes in wifHom's way | 
To fear a lie, to fpeak the truth, 
That we may truft to all they fay. 

But liars we can never truft. 

Though they (hould fpeak the thing that 's true j 

And he that does one fault at firft, 

And lies to hide it, makes it two. 

Have we not known, nor heard, nor read. 
How God abhors deceit and wrong ? 
How Ananias was ftruck dead, 
CatchM with a lie upon his tongue ? 

So did his wife Saphira die, 

When (he came in, and grew fo bold 

As to confirm that wiclced lie 

That juft before her hufband told. 

*, Z 4. The 
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The Lord delighfe in them that fpeak 
The words of truth ; but every liar 
Muft have his portion in the Take 
That burns with brimftone and with fire. 

Then let me always watch my lips. 
Left I be ftruck to deatli and heli, 
Since God a book of reckoning keeps^ 
For every lie that children teH. 

SONG XVL 

Againft Quarrelling and Fighting* 

T KT dogs delight to- bark and bite,^ 
^^ For God hath made them fo 5 
Let bears and lions growl and fight,. 
For 'tis their nature too. 

But, children, you fhould never let 

Suth angry pafllons rife 5 
Your little hands were never made 

To tear each other's eyes. 

Let love through all your anions run,. 

And all your words be mild j 
Live like the blefled virgin's fon, 

That'fweet and liovely child. 

His foul was gentle as a Iamb ; 

And as his ftature grew, 
He grew in favour both with man> 

And God his father to9« 



Nov 
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ow Lord of Al\ he ftigns abore^ 

And from his heavenly throne 
e fees what children tJwell in Iotcj 

And njarks them for his own, 

5 O N G XVII. 
.Love between Brothers and Sidersv 

Tl TWatcver brawls difturb the ftrcct, » 

^ ^ There (hould be peace at home j 
/here fifters dwell M\d brothers meet,, 
Quarrels ftiould never come. 

irds in their liltle nefts agree 5. ^^ ^ 

And *tis a fhameful fight,, 
/hen children of one family 

Fall out, and chide, and fight. 

ard names at firft, and threatening words> 

That are but noify breath, 
[ay grow to clubs and naked fwords>, 

To murder and to death. 

he Devil tempts one mother's fon 
To rage again ft?" another ; 
> wicked Cain was hurry'd on 
Till he had killM his brother. 

he wife will make their anger cool. 

At leaft before 'tis night ; 
ut in the bofom of a fool 

It burns till morning-light. 

t Pardbn, 
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Pardon, O Lord, our childldi rage^ 

Our little brawls remove j 
That, as we grow to riper age^ 

Our hearts may all be love. 

SONG XVIIL 
Againft Scoffing and calling Names. 

A^UR tongues were made to blefs the Lord» 
^^ And not fpeak ill of men 5 
When others give a railing word« 
We muft not rail again. 

Crofs words and angry names require 

To be chaftis'd at fchool j 
And he 's in danger of hell-fire^ 

That calls his brother fool. . 

But lips that dare be fo profane. 

To mock and jeer and. fcoJF 
At holy things K)r holy men, 

The Lord (hall cut them off. 

When children in their wanton play 

ServM old Elifha fo ; 
And bid the prophet go his way, 

« Go up, thou bald-head, go.** 

God quickly ftopp'd their wicked breath. 

And fent two raging bears. 
That tore them limb from limb to death. 

With blood and groans and tears. 

Grt 
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Oreat God, how terrible art Thou 

To fmncrs e'er fo young ! 
Orant me thy grace, and teach me how 

To tame and rule my tongue. 



SONG XIX. 

Againft Swearing, and Curfing, and taking 
God's Name in vain. 

ANGELS, that high in glory dwell, 
•^* Adore thy name. Almighty God ! 
And devils tremble down in hell. 
Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 

And yet how wicked children dare 

Abufe thy dreadful glorious name ! 
And when they 're angry, how they fwear. 

And curfe their fellows, and blafpheme i 

How will they (land before thy face. 

Who treated thee with fuch difdain. 
While thou (halt doom them to the place 

Of cverlafting fire and pain ? 

Then never fliall one cooling drop 

To quench their burning tongues be given ; 

But I will praifc thee here, and hope 
Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 

My 
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My heart ihall be in p^ft to hear 

Wretches affront the Lord above ; 
'Tis that great God whofc power I fear 5 

That heavenly Father vrhom 1 love. 

If my companions grow profane, 

I '11 leave their friend ftiip, when I hear 

Young fmners take thy name in vain, 
And learn to cucfe, aad learn to fwear.. 

SONG XX. 
Agalnil Idlenefs and Mifchief.. 

TT O W doth the little bufy bee 
"■■ -* Improve each fliining hour^ 
And gather honey all the day 
From every opening flower ? 

How (kilfully (he builds her cell ?' 

How neat (he fpreads the wax !' 
And labours hard to (lore it well 

With the fweet food (he makes. 

In works of labour or of (kill> 

I would be bufy too ; 
For Satan finds feme mifchief ftill 

For idle hands to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play^ 

Let ray firft years be paft. 
That I may give for every day 

Some good account at la(l» 

7 SOI 



DIVINE 8 O N G S« 3^9 

SONG XXL 

Againft Evil Company. 

"TT rH Y fhould I join with thofc in pJay, 
^^ In whom I' ve no delight j 
Who curfe and fwear, but never pray j 
Who call ill names and fight ? 

I hate to hear a wanlon fbng : 

Their words offend mine cars ; 
I ihoiild not dare defile my tongue 

With language fuch as theirs. 

Away from fools I *11 turn mine eyes. 

Nor with the fcoffcrs go ; 
I would be walking with the wife. 

That wifer I may grow. 

From one rude boy that us 'd to mock. 

They leaj-ji the wicked jeft t 
One fickly fheep infe^ls the flock. 

And poifons all the refl. 

My God, I hate to walk, or dwell 

With finful children here ; 
Then let me not be fent to hell. 

Where none but fmners are« 

SONG 
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SONG XXII 

Afaiaft Pride in Clo 

*f Tt 7 H Y ihould our garments, in 
^ ^ Our parents fharae, provoke 
The art of drefs did ne'er begin. 
Till l^ve our mother learnt to fm. 

When firft (he put her covering on. 
Her robe of innocence was gone ; 
And yet her children vainly boaft 
In the fad marks of ^ory loft. 

How proud we are ! how fond to (he 
Our cloaths, and call them rich and 
When the poor fheep and filk-worm 
That verj' cloathing long before. 

The tulip and the butterfly 
Appear in gayer coats than 1 5 
Let me be drcft fine as I will. 
Flies, worms, and flowers, exceed m 

Then will I fet my heart to find 
Inward adornings of the mind j 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and gn 
Thefe are the robes of richeft drefs. 

No more fliall worms with me compa 
This is the raiment angels wear; 
,The Son of God, when here below. 
Put on this bleft apparel too. 
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It never fades, it ne'er grows old. 
Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mold : 
It takes no %ot, but flill refines ; 
The more 'tis-worn, the more it ihines. 

In this on earth (hould I appear ; 
Then go to iieaven and v^ear it there j 
God will approve it in his fight 5 
'Tis his own work, and his delight. 

SONG XXIII. 

Obedience to Parents. 

T E T children that would fear the Lord 
"^ Hear what their teachers fay ; 
^ith reverence meet their parents word. 
And with delight obey. 

Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 

Are threaten*d by the Lord, 
^o him that breaks his Father's law. 

Or mocks his Mother's word ? 

What heavy guilt upon him lies ! 

How curfcd is his name ! 
J^he ravens /hall pick out his eyes. 

And eagles eat the fame. 

^ut thofe who worfhip God, and give 

Their parents honour due, 
ftere on this earth they long (hall live, 

And live hereaftet too. 

S O N O 
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IS* 

g O ^ G XXIV. 

The Child's Complaint. 

WsoconftantatmypW^ „, 

^Cd*en forget .0 pray. 

. ,A mv B*A)^e for, 
^'^''^'lirttamthy-U; 

^"!luldaUykno**^^'"°'^" 

Pity the v.eaKn 

And pardon aW^y 
, etbv heavenly vo.ce to hear. 
Make roe tbyn 

SONG XXV. 

u ^akes the fun to kno« 
_ ,y God, «ho makes t 
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When from the- chambers of the Eaft 

His morning race begins. 
He never tires, nor ftops to reft j 

But round the world he (hines. 

So, like the fun, would I fulfil 

The bufinefs of the day ; 
Begin my work betimes, and dill 

M&rch on my heavenly way. 

Give me, O Lord, thy early graced 

Nor let my foul complain 
That the young morning of my days 

Has all been fpent in vain. 

SONG XXVL 
An Evening SonC 

AND now another day is gone, 
•*^ I 'II fing my Maker's praifc 5 
My comforts every hour make known 
His providence and grace. 

But how my childhood runs to wafte \ 

My fins, how great their fum ! 
Lord, give me pardon for the paft. 

And ilrength for days to come. 

I lay my body down to flccp j 

Let angels guard my head. 
And through the hours of darkneis keep 

Their watch around my bed. 

A a With 
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With chearful heart I clofe my cyesj 

Since thoU wilt not remove 5 
An<i in the morning let me rile 

Rejoicing in thy loVe. 

SONG XXVIi. 
For the LoRfi's-DAy Moening^ 

'^HIS is the cf$y whert Chrift arofc 
■■' So early from the dead ; 
Why fhould I keep my eyelids £Wd| 
And wafte my hours in bed f 

This is the day when Jefus brok^ 

The power of death and hell 5 
And liiall I Hill wear Satan's yoke> 

And love my fins fo well ? 

To-day with pleafure thriftians meet> 

To pray^and hear the word : 
And I would go with chearful ftet 

To learn thy will, O Lord. 

I '11 leave ray f^ort, to read and prayv 

And fo prepare for heaven : 
O may I love this bleffed day 

The beft of all the feven 1 
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SONG xxvrti. 

For the Loho's-Da y Evening. 

r ORD, how^enghtful'^tistorce 
^ A who)c tlTfmbly ^Bforfhtp Thft't 
Lt once they (ing» at once they pny^i 
liey hesrr of he;»v«at and leara the wity, 

have been therci and ftiti would go : 
Pit like a lirtle heaven helow t 
ot all my jileasAire and my play 
hall tempt me tp fcrrget thia day. 

• write upon my memory, Lord, 
'^c texts And do^incs of thy vord'i 
*hat I may brcal^ thy lawt no morey 
ut love thee better than beForje. 

i^ith thoughts of 'Chrift and ihings divine 
ill up this fooUfli heart of mine } 
'hat, hoping pardon through his blood, 
4«ay lie down, md "wake ^\tk Qf4 



A a % Tlte 



3sfi WAT-T^'S P O A M S. 

The Ten Commandments, out of the Old 
Teftamcnt, put into (hen Rhyme for Chil- 
dren. 

Exodus,. Chap, xt* 

1. ^Tp HOU (halt have no mort Gods but me* 
-■* 2. Before no idol bow thy knee. 

3. Take not the mnie 6f Cod in vain. ^ 

4. Nor dare the Sabbath-day pTofone. •• 

5. Give both thy parents honour «due* 

6. Take heed that thou no murder do. 

7. Abftain from words and .deeds' unclean. 

8. Nor fteal> though thou art poor and me^n. 

9. Nor make a wilful lie, nor love it. 

10. What is thy neighboui's dare not covet. 

The Sum of the Commandments, out of- 

the New Teftament. 

Matthew xxii. '37. 
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ITH all thy foul love God above. 
And as thyfelf thy neighbour love. 

V 

Our Saviour's Goldett Rule% 
Matt. vii. 12. 



BE you to others kind and true, | 

As you M have others be to you j 
And neither do nor fay to men,. 
Wlwte'er you would not again. 

5 Ml 
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y to God and our Neighbour. 

E God with all your foul and ftrength, 
ith all your heart and mind : . 
'e your neighbour as yourfelf, 
ithful, juft, and kind. 

th another, as yoti M have 
her deal with you ; 
ou're unwilling to receive, 
I'e you never db, 

my Book of Hymns I have here added 
Hofanna, and Glory to the Father, &c. 
; fung at the End of any of thefe Songs, 
rding to the Direftion of Parents or Go- 



ofanna ; or Salvation afcribed to Chrift. . 

LONG. METRE. 

• ANNA to king David's Son, 
^ho reigns on a fuperior throne; 
Is the prince of heavenly birth, 
ings falvation down on eartli* 

•y nation, ev^ry age, 
ielighfful work engage ; 
1 and babes in Sion iing 
wing glories of her king, 

A a 3 COM- 
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COMMON METRE* 

HO S A N N A f« thc^ Ptitict 6f Orac* } 
Sion, behbtd ^f Klhg I 
Proclaim the Son of DiitKTi ic^Kb, 
And teach the babe* tff &ig» 

Hofanna to th* eternal word. 

Who from the Father came ; 
Ascribe falvation to the Lord, 

With bleflings os his iia<ne-. 



ShbRT METR£. 

HO S ANN A to the Son 
Of David and of God, 
Who brought the nevffs of pardon doWby 
And bought it with his blood. 

To Chri(t, th* anoihted itingj, 

Be endlefs UefTingS giVen ; 
Let the whole earth his glory Hhg, 

Who made our peacfc with heaven^. 
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.ORY to the Father and the Son, &c. 

LONO METRE. 

0- God the Father^ God the Soft, 
And God the Spirit, Thtee in One ; 
onour^ praife afid glory given, 
11 OQ earth, antd all in heaven. 



COMMON METRE. 

O W let the Father aUkt the Sons 
And Spirit, be adorM^ 
re there are works to make hiro knowni 
faints to love the Lord. 



SHORT METRE* 



IVE t© the Father praife, 
Give glory to the Son ^ 
to the Spirit of his grace 3 
equal hononr done. 
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A S L I CJ HT 

SPECIMEN 

O F 

MORAL SONGS, 

Such as I wi& fome happy and condefcendliig 
genius would undertake for the ufe of children^ 
and perform mucli better. 

'T^ H E fenfe and fubje6ls might be borrowed plcnti- 
■^ fully from the Proverbs of Solomon, from all the 
common appearances of nature, from all the occurrences 
of civil life, both in city and country (which would 
alfo afford matter for other divine fongs). Here the 
language and meafures fhould be eafy, and flowing 
with chearfulnefs, with or without the folemnitics of 
religion, or the facred names of God and holy things; 
that children might find delight and profit together. 
This would be one effeflual way to deliver them 
' from thofe idle, wanton, or profane fongs, which give fo 
early an ill taint to the fancy and memory ; and be- 
come the feeds of future vices. 

I. The 
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I. The SLUGGARD. 

pis the voice of the fluggard 5 I heard him com- 

'' plain, 

ou have wak'd me too foon, I muft /lumber again.'* 

the door on its hinges, fo he on his bed, 

ns his fides and his (boulders and his heavy head. 

. little more deep, and a little more (lumber ;" 

is he waftes half his days, and his hours without 

number 5 
I when he gets up, he fits folding his hands, 
i^lks about fauntering, or trifling he ftands, 

fs'd by his garden, and faw the wild brier, 
thorn and the thillle grow broader and higher ; 
cloaths that hang on him are turning to rags: 
his money ftill waftes till he (larves or he begs. 

de him a vifit, ftill hoping to find 

ad took, better care for improving his mind : 

M me his dreams, talk'd of eating and drinking { 

be fcarce reads his bible and never loves thinking. 

I then to my heart, " Here 's a leffon for me :*' 
t man^s but a piflure of what I might be : 
:hanks to my friends for their care in my breieding, 
I taught me betimes to love working and reading. 

II. INN O- 
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IL INNOCENT PLAY. 

A BROAD in the meadows to fee the young lai&bf , 
-^^^ Run sporting ibout by the fide of their dams^ 

With fleeces fo clean and fo white -j 
Or a neft of yoang doves in a large open cage. 
When they play all in love, without anger or rage. 
Mow much may we learn from the fight ! 

If we had been ducks, we might dabble in mud | 
Or dogs, we might play till it ended in blood ^ 

So foul and fo fierce are their natures : 
But Thomas and William, and fuch pretty nanies, 
Should be cleanly and harmlefs as doves, or as lambs, 

Thofe lovely fweet in^iioccnt creatures. 

Not a thing that we do, nor a word that we fay. 
Should hinder another in jefting or play ; 

For he's ftill in eameft^that^s hurt : 
How rude are the boys that tlirow pebbles and miro ( 
There's none but a madman will fling about fire, 

And tell yoti, " 'Tis all but in fport.*' 

m. The ROSE. 

tT O W fair is the rofe 1 what a beautiful flower i 
^^ Tlie glory of April and May ! 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour, 
And they wither and die in a d»y. 

Yet 
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Cfte Hofe has one powerful virtue to b«aft| 
bove all the flower* of the field j 
n its leaves are all cfead, and Ane co]«ur» are laitr 
11 bow fweet aperfiino^ it will yield 1 

ail is the youth and thtf b«auty of inea^ 
lough they bloom and look gay lik« the Roie : 
ill our fond care t<t pfeiefve tbem is vain f 
me kills thtm as fqift as he goes* 

1 1 ^11 not be proud of my youth or mj beanty, 
ice both of them vrither and fade i 
^ain a good name by well-^doing my duty > 
is will fcenty like a Rofe» when I *m dead« 

IV- The THIEF. 

THY ihould I deprive my neigfabotnr 

Of his goods againft his will ? 
ds were made for honeft labour^ 
ot to plunder or to fteal* 

a foolilK felf-deceiving 

r fueb tricks to hope for gain t 

that 's ever got by thieving 

jms to forrow, /hame> and pain* 

I not Eve and Adam tanght os 
leir fad profit to compute ? 
vhat difmal (late they brought us 
hen they ftole foibiddeR fvuit ? 

i Oft 
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Oft wc fee a young beginner 

Pra6lire little pilfering Strays. 
Till grown up a hardened .finner $ 

Then the gallows ends his dayf • 

Th^t wiU hot be always' hidden, 

Though we fancy none can fpy : 
When we take a thing forbidden, 

God beholds it with his eye. 

Guard my heart, O God of heaven, - 

Left I covet what's not mine : 
X.eft I fteal what is not given, 

Gu^d my heart and hands from fm. 

V. The ANT or EMMET. 

THESE Emmets how little they are in oure)'Cs! 
We tread them to dull, and a troop of them dies 
Without our regard or concern : 
Yet, as wife as we are, if we went to their fchool. 
There 's many a fluggard, and many a fool. 
Some leiTons of wifdom might learn. 

They don't wear their time out in deeping or play. 
But gather up corn in a fun-(hiny day. 

And for winter they lay up their ftores : 
They manage their work in fuch regular forms. 
One would think they forefaw all ths frofts and the 
ftorms, 
And fo brought their food within doors. 

But 
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I have Icfs fenfc than a poor creeping Ant, 
take not due care for the things I (hall want» 
Nor provide againft dangers in time, 
n death or old age fliall ftare in nny face, 
it a wretch fliall I be in the end of my days. 
If I trifle away all their prime ! 

, now, while my flirength and my youth are in 

bloom, • . 

ae think what will ferve me when flcknefs fliall come. 
And pray that my fins be forgiven : 
ne read in good books, and believe, and obey,. 
: when death turns me out of thi« cottage of clay^ 
I may dwell in a palace in heaireto. 

VI. Good Refolutions. 

* HOUGH I am now in younger days,. 
Nor can I tell what fliall befal me, 
prepare for every place 
Vhere my growing age fliall call me* 

uld I be rich or great, 
>thers fliall paitake my goodnefs ; 
fupply the poor with meat, 
lever fliewing fcom or rudenefs* ^' 

lere I fee the blind or lame, 

)eaf or dumb, I '11 kindly treat them 5 

?ferve to feel the fame 

f I mock) or hurt^ or cheat them* 

If 
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If I meet wHh railing tongues^ 

Why Ihould I ittura them raOiiig, 
Since I beft reyenge my wroDg« 

By my pMafno^ nevtr ffiiine ^ 

When I hear them tetling liet. 
Talking ro61i(h, cuHingy fwearings 

Firft I '11 try to make them wife» 
Or I *il foon go out of iiearing. 

What though I be Jow and oiean, 

I 'U engag^.thf i>ch t^ love mc» 
Wkile I *ra mod^l^ neat aoKJ 4ean, 

And fubmit w^.|facy repcpye ipe^ 

If I fhould be poor and (icky 

I (hall meet, I hope, with pity, 
Since I love to help the weak, 

Though^they *re neither fair nor witty. 

I '11 not willingly offend. 

Nor be eafily offended ; 
What's amifs I Ml ftrive to mend, 

And endure what can't be mended. 

May I be fo watchful ftill 

0*er my humours and my pa(iioD, 
As to fpeak and do no ill. 

Though it fiiould be all the fa/hion ! 

\Vi 
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Wicked faihions lead to hell } 

Ne'er may I be found complying 5 
ftut in life behave fo well» 

Not to be aftaid of dying. 

A SUMMER EVENING. 

tj O W fine has thedaybeen^ how bright \Bras the fun, 
*^ How lovely and joyful the courfe that he run, 
Though he rofe in a mid when his race he begun. 

And there followed fome droppings of rain ! 
But now the fair traveller 's come to the Weft, 
Jlis rays are all gold, and his beauties are beft ; 
Xe paints the (kj gay as he finks to his reft. 

And foretels ^ bright rifing again. 

Juft fuch is the chriftian : His courfe he begins, 
Xike the fun in a mift, while he moprns for his fins, 
jAnd melts into tears : Tb^n he breaks out and (hines, 
■ And travels his heavenly way : 
iBut when he comes nearer to finifti his race, 
2«ike a fine fetting fun he looks richer In grace, 
•And gives a fure hope at the -end 9f hts 4ay« 
Of riling in brighter arrayh 
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Some Copies of the fbllowing Hymn having got 
abroad already into feveral Hands^ the Aadior 
has been perfuaded to permit it to appear in 
Public, at the End of thefe Songs for Chil- 
dren. 

A CKADLB HYMN. 

HUSH ! my dear, lie ftill and flumbcr, 
" Holy angels guard thy bed \ 
Heavenly blellings wrthout number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe $ thy food and raiment, 
Houfe and home thy friends provide ^ 

AH without thy care or payment. 
All thy wants are well fnpply'd. 

How much better thou *rt attended 

Than the Son of God could be. 
When from heaven he defcended. 

And became a child like thee ? 

Soft and eafy re thy cradle : 

Coarfe and hard thy Saviour lay t 
When his birth-place was a ftable. 

And his fofteft bed was hay, 

Bleffed babe I what glorious features, 

Spotlefs fair, divinely bright ! 
Mull he dwell with brutal creatures ! 

How could angels bear the fight ? 
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;re nothing but a manger 
d finners could afford, 
ive the heavenly ftranger ! 
bey thus affront their Lord ? 

child I I did not chrde thee, 

gh my Cong might found too hard ; 

r * Mother 1 

} > iks befide thee, 

I Nurfe that 3 
icr arms /ball be thy guard. 

ead the fhameful ftory, * 
the Jews abus\l their King, 
y ferv'd the Lord of glory, 
s me angry while I fing. 

kinder (hepl^erds round him, 

ig wonders from the (ky \ 

bey fought him, there they found him, 

his Virgin Mother by. 

ovely babe a-dreffing ; 

y infant, how he fmil'd \ 

e wept, the Mother's bleffing 

d and hufird the holy child. 

lumbers m his mangei*, 

e the horned oxen fed j 

[iy darling, here 's no dangCl*, 

s no ox a-neai thy bed. 

» you may ufe the words, Bi'^er, SIfler,. 
or, Friendy &c. * 

B b Twa* 
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'Twas to fave thee, child, from dying. 
Save my dear from burning flame. 

Bitter groans and endlefs crying. 
That thy bleft Redeemer came. 

May^ft thou live to knov7 and fear bim> 
Truft and love hira all thy days ; 

Then go dwell for ever near him. 
See his face, and fing his praife I 

I could give thee thoufand kKTes, 

Hoping what I moil defxre ; 
Not a Mother's fondeft wilhes 

Can to greater )oys afpire. 
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SES on reading Mr. Watts's Poems, facrcd 
Piety and Devotion - - 3 

- To Mr. Watts, on his Poems - 3 

- To Mr. Watts, on reading his Horae 

rae - - - - 5 

- To Mr. Watts, on his Divine Poems 9 

- To Dr. Watts, on the fifth Edition of his 

e Lyricae - - - 10 
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B O O K I. 
Sacred to Devotion and Piety. 



ling with Fear, 
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Leave to "Sing, 
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[udgments, 
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above, 
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jf Praife for three great Salvations, 
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